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Around Town. 


Many people are unaware of the almost 
absolute necessity experienced by newspapers 
and publicists of all sorts of dropping into cant- 
ing and humbugging phrases in order to win 
or retain publicconfidence. No better example 
was ever given than last Saturday, when 
the Globe and Mail, ‘in order to square 
themselves with the public published ab- 
surdly “canting” editorials anent the pro 
posed Sunday street car service. In only one 
point did they strike home at an opposing 
chord of cant; i. ¢., theplea that such a service 
was needed in order to encourage church going 
among the masses. It must be admitted 
that churches’ are near enough to everybody 
and no one need walk very far in order to 
hear a preacher. But often such preachers! 
Almost as a rule they are tiresome and unin- 
structive. If they preached the gospel as once 
delivered to the saints it would be, at least 
sound, but they are sectarians, dull and far, far 
away from the people. There are some elo 
quent divines in Toronto who deliver their 
message with earnestness and strike home to 
the human heart because they know some- 
thing of humanity and its needs, If, by reason 
of Sunday cars, these preachers were more acces- 
sible their churches would not begin to hold 
the throngs who would go to hear them preach. 
The dull preacher knows this 
and it is natural that in order 
to retain his business he urges 
the continuance of the pr: sent 
condition of things. The offer- 
tory would drop off, the at- 
tendance would go down and 
the worst consequences might 
be expected if clever preachers 
could draw from all over the 
The only hope of doctor- 
of-divinitied mediocrity is to 
force people to attend the 
nearest church or stay away 
from divine service. Pe hips 
under the same circumstances 
you and I would take the same 
view of it. We must respec 
the vested rights of pulpiteers 
even if all feel that the good 
of the community is made to 
suffer and that intelligence is 
being driven into laziness by 
protected imperfection. 


city. 


* 

* am 
There is another phase of it. 
Every Protestant in Toronto 
is not an Anglican, Presby- 
terian, Methodist or Baptist. 
There are many small denomi- 
nations which can afford but 
one or two churches and the 
members of the bodies must 
travel long distances in order 
to hear the doctrines they love. 
The penalty of their devotion 
is in many cases a long and 
weary walk, but this is perhaps 
but a proper- punishment of 
heterodoxy. Why should they 
pass a church and a collection 
box at their very door in order 
to attend an unpopular service 

elsewhere ? 

ee 
I admit that some cant has 
entered into the defence of a 
Sunday car service, but what 
have we seen on the other 
side? In the Globe for in- 
stance! A rabid attack on 
those who do not observe the 
Sabbath, a denunciation so 
sweeping and severe that it 
Strikes all those who do not 
recognize the Mosaic day of 
rest and worship! 
that the Divine law holds me 
upon this point. I may be wrong, but I am 
conscientious in the belief that we are nof, 
religiously speaking, living under the law 
of Moses, but of Christ. In the first place, if 
we are to observe the Jewish Sabbath, why do 
we not make Saturday our day of rest ? There is 
no controversy over the point that the seventh, 
and not the first day of the week, was the one 
set apart by God as the world’s breathing spell. 


believe 


the world. I am unaware of any divine ukase 
changing the day and continuing the law. 
When “old things passed away,” the Mosaic 
law “came to an end,” and no word of Christ 
or his apostles imposed on the Christian dis- 
pensation the Sabbatarian regime of the era 
which was closed by the sacrifice of Christ. 
os 

Ido not deny that the Lord's day was insti. 

tuted as a monument of Christ ; I believe in its 


eternal wisdom as a record of the most con- | 


spicuous event in the world’s history—a record 
more plain to the populace than a pyramid could 


have been, insomuch as it appearsevery week in 


. : : . . . . . | 
each Christian life. Tomakeits meaningevident | 


to allthose who were commanded “to forsake 
not the assembling of themselves together,” 
the ordinance of the Lord’s Supper was insti- 
tuted, and in the apostolic days of the church 


we are told they ‘‘ met together to break | 
bread,” and incidentally it is mentioned in the | 
Same connection that ‘“* Paul preached unto 


them”—not that they met together to hear 


Paul preach, and incidentally partook of the | 
Nowadays the meetings together | 
| feel.” 


Sacrament. 
ate to hear preaching, and when it is conven- 


ient, or at stated periods, the Lord's Supper is 
introduced as a minor or moveable feast. | 


These departures from undeniable precedent, 
explicit instruction, and early practice, make 
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; the old Jewish Sabbath. 
need say no more; its name declares its mean- | 


| Ihave been taught 





the thoughtful somewhat doubtful of the sin- 
cerity of those who observe the first day and 
pretend to so deeply revere the seventh, 
which, by the way, is still rigidly held to by 
the Jews, who deny that the Mosaic dispensa- 
tion is at an end, or that the Messiah has come. 
oe 

Of course those who so tenaciously cling to 
the observance of the Sabbath—not the first 
day, because the two are not interchangeable 
dates—have arguments which they bring to 
bear. It may sound presumptuous, but I am 
not afraid to say that so far as Christ’s law or 
any logic which admits His Messiahship is con- 
cerned, they are worthless. Then, it may besaid, 
I deny the force of any of the commandments ! 
By no means. Every truth remains, no matter 
where expounded. Every moral injunction 
should be obeyed, because it is necessary to 
morality in the same way that sanitary rules 
must be known and recognized in order to 
good health. When by Christ’s coming “old 
things passed away,” it did not mean that 
the moral truths of the old scriptures should be 
forgotten or remain unobserved, but that 
new institutions had been established, the 
rigid observance of the old Sabbath was 
changed to the loving remembrance of 
Christ’s sacrifice which all Christians have 
apparently agreed should be on what we call 
by the pagan name of Surnday—or, in other 


Now, I for one do not | words, the day devoted by the barbarians of 


ancient England to the worship of the sun. 


So objectionable was the word Sunday to the | 
| newspapers ought to be above catering to such 


strict sect in which I was reared that they 
called it the Lord’s Day, and always on that 
day bread was broken and wine drank in re- 
membrance of Him. I make these explana- 
tions because some of those who have sucha 
wonderful belief in the necessity of observing 
a day which is not the Jewish Sabbath or any- 
thing which can be proven to be a continuance 


Oa that day He Himself rested after creating | of it, are apparently unacquainted with the 


| fact that ‘‘Sunday” is a pagan word and that 


it does not even coincide in point of time with 
Of the Lord’s Day I 


ing, and I, with saddening knowledge of my 


imperfections and shortcomings, would be glad 
| to hug to my heart the delusion that by attend- | 
| ing church for an hour or two and loafing around 
| the house or lying abed ‘“‘resting” Lam serving 


1 am, however, 
my 


Him on that day as I ought. 
made painfully aware by 


the superstitions and emotions which guide 
the majority of their customers. Custom has 
made it dangerous, well nigh impossible for 
them to break away from the habit of cant and 
the practice of what they are personally con- 
vinced is arrant humbug. It is too often the 
case that those who dare denounce such decep- 
tion are branded by honest people as skeptics 
and designing knaz7es, so fixed are beliefs and 
so tenacious do people become of their most 
palpable errors, It is admittedly easier to fioat 
with the tide than to stem the current. What 
is true of the rush of waters, is still more appli- 
cable to that outpouring of public opinion 
which, at the time, and on the surface, seems 
to be the united—almost unanimous—expres- 
sion of what everyone thinks. Yet we all 
know that such verdicts are frequently nothing 
more than the expression of what people 
imagine they ought to think, or the thought- 
less expression of people made before they begin 
to think. It is regretable that newspapers pan- 
der so much to this surface opinion. When they 
have really thought a matter out, or have had 
referred to them a question of abstract justice 
and right, I believe the people are sure to give 
a just answer; but in matters of education, of 
superstition, when either ignorance sits in 
judgment on enlightenment, or when, what is 
but a vague reaching-after-truth, a habit- 
bound and-spook-haunted impulse has to de- 


SLEEF. 


i ciCe ona matter of eternal moment, evidence 





and argument ordinarily fail to produce anv- 
thing but an irritated severity. 


re-actionary elements. Their best readers- 
those who fix both their commercial and moral 
status—are quick to observe such low methods 
which prompts them. 


* 
* -e# 


But to return after this second digression. 
If the Globe believes in the old Jewish Sabbath | 


| : . 2 i 
why does it fail to observe it and the many | 
cation when ye shall do no servile work there- 


| in, but ye shall offer an offering made by fire 


interesting rites which are inseparable from it? 


+ 
** 


ments as they are printed on a tablet and dis- 
played to youthful in Sunday or day 
schools that those who are not Bible students 


eyes 


| . s : 
| are apt to imagine that there are no modifi- 


conscience— | 


whether or not that be but a memory of things | 


Lord’s Day, and I feel more and more that “‘luaf- 
ing” is no morea part of the day's duty than loll- 


that it falls far short of the | 
| duty of him who would properly observe the 


ing around under the tree of life and twanging | 


a harp is to be the ultimate end and consum- 


mated glory of a Christian career beyond the | 


grave. 
* >. 

But I have gotten away from my subject. 
Cant is defined in a genera! way as ‘‘an affec 
tation of speech, as when one says or professes 
what he does not siucerely think, believe or 
It is unfortuhately true that publicists 
of the kind to which newspapers and preachers 
belong—an ephemeral and plant-to-day-and- 
reap-to-day kind—-imagine it necessary to their 
succes; that they profess profoundest faith in 


| that 


cations or instructions given with regard to 


them. For instance ;—we are not only com- 


manded by the Mosaic law to keep the Sabbath | 


: . | 
day holy but we are told that in six days may | 
| significance of the Sabbath, Exodus xxxi, 16, 


work be done but that in the seventh is the 
Sabbath of rest wholly to the Lord and whoso 


ever doeth any work in the Sabbath day he 
|} covenant, it is a sign between 
| Children of Israel forever.” 
' to understand the Sabbath question let them 


shall surely be put to death.”—Exodus xxi, 15, 
lé this law were to be fulfilled how long would 
the esteemed editor of the Globe be permitted 
live? Not only in one text but in at 
half a dozen is the law repeated 
** Whosoever doeth work therein shall 
be put to death.” And immediately fol- 
lowing this, in Exodus xxxv, 3, is this injunc- 


to 
least 


. r . | 
tion: ‘* Ye shall kindle no fire throughout your | 
| per cent. do not open them there, 


habitations upon the Sibbath day.” Does the 
editor of the (lobe refuse to permit a fire to be 
kindled in his hcuse on what is esteemed to be 
the Sabbath? Is there any man in his employ- 
ment who keeps the law! Does any member 
of his church harken to this injunction? Is 
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Great daily | 
| or the public? 
| the 
| from labor and sowing aud reaping, “‘ye shall 


; ; Tikes 
We are so used to seeing the Ten Command. | ¥2to the Lord ? 


| leavened bread as I 
| verse 22, **‘ And thou shalt observe the feast of 
| the weeks, the first fruits of the wheat harvest 
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! 
there anyone in the city of Toronto, excepting : 
the Jew himself, who observes this command- : 
ment? I doubt if even the Hebrews in Toronto | 
feel bound to observe it. Again, in chap. | 
xxi of Exodus, immediately following the 
commandments and a portion of the exposition 
thereof are the texts upon which the old slave- 
holders used to prove their righ‘ to slaves and | 
defend slavery as a divine institu ion. Does 
the editor of the Globe believe that this law 
ought to be followed still? And, ashe is such 
a great stickler for the Sabbath, what does he 
do on the seventh year, called the Sabbath of 
Sabbaths? See Leviticus xxv., 37: ‘“‘Six years 
thou shalt sow thy field, and six years thou 
shalt prune thy vineyards and gather in the 
fruits thereof. But in the seventh year 
shall be a Sabbath of rest unto the 
a Sabbath for the Lord, and thou 
neither sow thy field nor prune thy vine- 
yard. That which groweth of its own 
accord of thy harvest thou shalt not reap, 
neither gather the grapes of thy vine undressed, 
for it is the year of rest unto the land. And 
the Sabbath of the land shall be meat for you, 
for thou and for thy servant, and for thy 
maid and for thy hired servant and for 
thy stranger that sojourneth with thee: 
and for thy cattle and for the beasts that 
are in thy Jand shall of the increase there- 
of, bs meat.” Does the editor of the Globe on | 


land, | 
shalt | 
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! every seventh year let his paper become the 


property of everybody, with all the profit or 
loss thereof to be divided aniongst his employes 
And then on the fift.eth year— 
besides refraining 


Jubilee year—when 


return every man unto his possession,” when 


and to despise the mental and moral cowardice | ‘*ye shall not oppress one another !” 


* 
7 . 

But outside of these larger questions, how 
is it in the *“*seventh month, and the first day 
of the month, shall ye have a Sabbath of 
memorial, a blowing of trumpets, a holy convo- 


Does the editor of the G/ole¢ 
ebserve the feast of unleavened bread, Exodus 
“Seven days thou eat un 
And 


xxxiv, 18, shalt 


commanded thee.’ 


and the feast of ingathering at the year’s end.” | 


* 
Does the editor of the Globe understand the 


16 
of Israel shall 
for a perpetual 
me and the 
Those who wish 


Children 


17, ‘*‘ Wherefore the 


keep the Sabbath 


begin at the twentieth of Exodus and follow 
on through Leviticus, and if this suggestion is 
any inducement to Bible study I shall be glad I | 
made it, for I thoroughly believe that the 
majority of people, even church-goers, never 
open their Bibles except at church, and fifty 


Now in the new order of things we find a far | 
different system. Gal, ii., 1-6, ‘“‘ By the works 
of the law shall no flesh be justified.” Romans | 
iii., 20, ‘* Therefore by the deeds of the law 


f Single Copies, 5e. 
| Per Annum (in advance), 


the law, that 


| St. 


| of the Mosaic law). 


| neighbors 
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shall no flesh be justified in his sight.” Romans 
iii, 28, “* Therefore we conclude that a man is 
justified by faith without the deeds of the law.” 
R-mans vii, 4, ‘‘ Wherefore my brethren, ye 


| also are become dead to the law by the body of 


Christ.” (6.) “ But now we are delivered,from 
were 
covenant, 


being dead wherein we 


held.” And speaking of the old 
Paul says (Hebrews 13) “In 
that he saith he hath made the first old, 
now that which decayeth and waxeth old is 
ready to vanish away.” (6) ‘‘ Now that he hath 
obtained a more excellent ministry, by how 
much also is he the mediator of a Letter cove- 
nant which was established upon better prom- 
ises?” After this he goes on to describe the 
covenant, in that the Lord would put “ His 
laws into their minds and write them in their 
hearts” (instead of on the stone as in the case 
If you will begin to read 
at Romans xii—I won't pretend to go over the 
ground thoroughly, but simply give you a few 
passages as exampies of the change in the teach- 
ing and preaching in the Christian dispensation 
—you will find that we are told to * recompense 
no man evil forevil.” In Exodus we are taught 
that an ‘‘eye foran eye and atooth fora tooth,” 
is the proper basis of conduct. In the Mosaic 
time the avenger used to seek tor the life of 
his enemy and pucsue him to the gates of the 
city of refuge. Now we are told, “ Dearly 

beloved, avenge not yourselves 

but rather give place unto 

wrath, for it written 

‘Vengeance is mine, I will 
repay, saith the Lord. If 
thine enemy hunger feed him, 
if he thirst give him drink,” 
In these chapters Paul 
forth the duty of man to man 
and gives us apparently a 
of the moral law that 
should and 


viii., 


is 


sets 


reSittine 
we observe sets 
forth many things which many 
strict Sabbatarians are not 
wont toobey. He tells us of 
our duty to our rulers as well 
as to one another, enjoins us 
to ‘“‘owe no man anything,” 
but to ‘‘love one another, for 
he that loveth another hath 
fulfilled the law,” and then he 
of the old 
which we 


gives us a resume 
commandments 
ought to obey, at least that 
portion which refers to the 
dealings between man and 
Rom. xiii, 9. ‘* Thou 
shalt not commit adultery. 
Thou shalt not kill. Thou 
shalt not steal. Thou shalt not 
bear false witness. Thou shalt 
not covet.” And if there be 
any other ‘commandment it is 
briefly comprehended in this 
‘“*Thou shalt love 
thy neighbor as thyself,” in 
this there is no word about the 
Sabbath ; and it is a good deal 
more elastic and more loving 
than the Mosaic law. Then 
in chapter xiv., we are told 
something about our relations 
to God and Christ, as well as 
to our brother. And I com 
to the consideration of 
from 
man 
above 


man, 


saying, viz. 


mend 
the editor of the Globe, 


onward: ‘One 


verse 5 
esteemeth one 
another; another esteemeth 
every day alike. Let every 
man be fully persuaded in his 
own mind, He that regardeth 
the day, regardeth it unto the 
Lord, and he that regardeth 
the day, to the Lord he 
doth not regard it. He that eateth eateth 
to the Lord for he giveth God thanks, and 
that eateth not to the Lord, he eateth 
and giveth God thanks. For none 
liveth to himself, and no man dieth to 


day 


not 


he 

not, 
of us 
himself (here comes the strength of the posi 
tion that Paul sets forth that everything we 
Lord’s.) For whether we 
Lord, or whether we die 


have should be the 
live we live unto the 
we die unto the Lord; whether we live, there- 
fore, or die, we are the Lord’s,” 
Pa 

How does the insinuation of the Globe that 
everyone who believes in a less strict view of 
question corrupt, 
anxious for wickedness and revelling in sin 
agree with ‘**But why dost thou judge thy 
brother; why dost thou set at naught thy 
brother;" and 13 ‘* Let us not there 


Verse ix 
fore judge one another any more.” 


the Sunday is vicious, 


* 
* «+ 


This much, at least, is apparent, that the un- 
charitable things said by the (Globe are justified 
neither by the old law nor the new. It is fur- 
ther apparent that in conduct, violent Sabba- 
tarians are governed neither by the old nor the 
They do not observe the Sabbath, 
on the day or in the spirit of the 
They don't love or regard their 
with the spirit of Christ. While 
defending the fourth commandment they 
set at naught the one which says, “thou 
shalt not bear false witness against thy neigh- 
The Globe employes are forced to labor 
In the 


new law. 
either 


law, 


bor.’ 
on Sunday or lose their situations. 


| Mail, which is endeavoring to be equally Puri- 
| tanical, the case is the same and they are both 
| evidently under the yoke of the law, “in the 


gall of bitterness and the bond of iniquity,” false 
to that which they pretend to serve, and appar- 
ently ignorant of the mild and gentle precepts of 
the dispensation under which they live. Prob- 
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ably they are “continuing in sin” in the 
publication office that “grace may abound” 
amongst their readers, but I am doubt- 
ful if transparent cant, pretentious hum- 
bug and hypocrisy—the nudity of which 
is scarcely relieved by the traditional fig 
leaf—can have anything but a damaging effect 
on those who are guilty of it, and those who are 
presumed to be too ignorant to recognize it. 
In conclusion, permit me to refer you, beloved 
brother, to Romans ii., 6, with the text of which 
I have taken but slight liberty: ‘‘ Therefore, 
thou art inexcusable, O editor, whosoever thou 
art that judgest, for wherein thou judgest 
another thou condemnest thyself. For thou that 
judgest against a Sunday street car, doest the 
same or worse thing thyself—by publishing a 
Mouday newspaper, the type of which is set on 
Sunday. (Verse 23.) Thou that makest thy 
boast of the law, through breaking the law dis- 
honorest thou God. For the name of God is 
blasphemed amongst the Gentiles through you.” 
o 
* «+ 

In what I have said in the foregoing para- 
graphs it has not been my intention to deny 
the necessity of the day of rest, but I would 
urge it on economic not on Mosaic principles. 
No man should work seven days a week, nor 
should he work too many hours on any one 
day. Leisure is necessary physically and with- 
out it he can achieve no mental advancement 
and must remain a drudge. The greater cul- 
ture of this century is owing to the leisure of 
the greater number. I thoroughly believe that 
it should be a part of the law of the land, as it 
was a part of the Mosaic law, that man and 
beast should rest, but I do not contend that 


they must ali rest on the same day, but that | 


the greatest possible number should rest to- 
gether, therefore in order that nearly all may 


rest on the same day, a few must work for the | 
good of the many and take their holiday on | 


another day so arranged as not continuously to 
deprive them of divine service. 


. 
I have but one other remark to make and 
that is with reference to the absolutely insult- 


ing terms with which the Globe refers to “’Arry | 


” 


and ’Arriet,” meaning thereby, I presume, the 
serving manand woman. It imagines that if 
street gars were in vogue these people would 


go out on the spree and would make the coun- | 
try places howl with their undue exhilaration | 
The | 


and become a nuisance to everyone. 
**Arry and ’Arriet” of this country can take 
care of themselves and behave themselves as 
well as anybody else, and they can be taken 
care of and made behave if they are not inclined 
to mannerly conduct. 


been thought out sufficiently to popularize 
the project. The majority of churches and 


religious bodies would oppose it and the masses, | 


I admit, do not seem sufficiently interested to 
take any trouble tocarry it. Organized labor 
fears that the working hours of the week 


would be prolonged, and until some scheme is | 


presented which will assure workingmen that 
their interests and well known desire -for 
shorter hours shall be protected, they will op 
pose the scheme, not the less so because one of 
the papers which has been foremost 


However, those aldermen who refuse to sub- 
mit it to the people and claim that the people 
have no right to have asay in the matter are 
quite as unworthy of public confidence as the 
newspaper which believes in restraints of traf- 
fic in order to keep ‘‘’Arry and 'Arriet” apart. 
Probably “’Arry and ’Arriet,” confined in the 
Same dingy apartment, would be much iess 
harmless than 
the fields and a street car to take them to their 


destination. 
a a 


The past week has been proliiic in drowning 
accidents, all of them due, apparently, to the 
recklessness of those who should know better. 
And yet this does not make less sad the 
bereavements which so many families have 
suffered. I saw the two hearses carrying the 
coftins of Mr. and Miss World to the cemetery 
on Wednesday and it was truly a saddening 
sight. 


father and grown daughter have both been 


taken away without those preparatory days of | 


illness and fear which, while they torture, 
make ready the mind of the watcher 
for the end which is to come. Toronto 
as a city is much given to aquatic 
sport, and strangers have observed that 


nowhere else is the same bravado shown as 
on our bay. Almost any incoming excursionist 
by water may, if he will watch, see half a 
dozen boats almost swamped by the steamer. 
Mothers and fathers should teach their 
children that there is nothing smart in risking 
their lives in this manner, and young men and 
older ones too, should feel a greater sense of 
responsibility when they take another life in 
charge. But it is useless to lecture. In youth 
fear is afar off, and in the case of the Worla 
accident even experience did not seem to bring 
that caution 


necessary on board the little crafts which ply 


and sense of responsibility so 


from our wharves to our island. 


- 
** 


Considerable political speculation has been 
excited by the fact that the new Archbishop of 
Toronto is a Conservative. I 
have yet to know an archbishop whose love for 
the church has been diminished by his political 
tendencies. Like his predecessor, Archbishop 
Walsh will do the best he can for the Roman 
Catholic Church in this province, and taking 
all in all, I imagine his appointment is rather 
an injury thana benefit to Mr. Meredith. The 
new Archbishop and the leader of the Oppo 
sition are friends, but the suspicion which that 
friendship may excite will much more than 
counterbalance any influence that Mgr. Walsh 


inclined to be 


I am not particularly | 
anxious to see the thing submitted to a vote | 
because I imagine that the question has not | 


in advo- | 
cating it is unpopular with the wage-workers. | 


with a license to roam about | 


One can scarcely conceive the bereave- | 
ment which must be felt in a home when the | 


will feel justified in using for Mr. Meredith's | 
benefit. Just now the leader of the Opposition is | 


between the devil and the deep sea; a part of 
his friends are viciously attacking French 
schools, the French language and other points 
which give offence to the strietest sect of the 
Roman Catholic Church, On the other hand 
Mr. Meredith seems to halt between two 
opinions, and now that the Archbishop per- 
sonally leans towards him more than he 
does towards Mr. Mowat, it will neutralize 
the influence of the few converts whom the 
strong Protestant Conservatives have been 
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| that in this Dominion there is no such thing as 





winning over from the government. A very 
strange thing in this connection comes to light 
in the appointment of Bishop Cleary of Kings- 
tonas another Archbishop. There is no doubt 
about where Bishop Cleary stands. He isa re- 
actionary priest devoted to Catholic aggression 
in Ontario. . While Archbishop Walsh is a very 
cautious, just and inoffensive man, Archbishop 
Cleary is hot-headed, not sufficiently delib- 
erate in speech and exceedingly straight- 
laced. Some of the rash things he has said 
have made a great noise in this province with- 
out benefiting his church, and I think I voice 
the opinion of a very large majority of Cath- 
olics in this arch-diocese that a feeling of 
relief was experienced by every one when they 
learned that he was not to be their Archbishop. 
If the report of Bishop Cleary’s appointment 
is correct it has more than a surface meaning, 
and I would not be surprised to see the two 
Archbishops working together to consolidate 
the Catholic vote in this Province with the idea 
of holding it as a separate and ever-threaten- 
ing balance of power in the Legislature. I do 
not believe they will be successful in the move- 
ment for the simple reason that I am convinced 
of the independence of a large section of the 
Catholic voters and the well-declared intention 
of that class of our fellow-citizens to mark their 
own ballots and do their own thinking in secu- 
lar matters. However, one thing at least is 
apparent,-that Rome is giving a good deal of 
| attention to the politics of this and our sister 
province, Quebec, and I am not disposed to 
imagine that it bodes any good either for Prot- 
estantism or unsectarian citizenship. 


} 
o 
* * 
There is a movement on foot to recognize in 





| some marked manner the efficient services, in 
England, of Mayor Clarke when he returns to 
Toronto. I should be glad to see it take the 
shape of a banquet, for our Mayor well de- 
serves a public welcome, and it would be an 
| early and fortunate opportunity for him to ex- 
press his views concerning the money market 
and the municipal phenomena he has observed 
during his absence. No doubt the matter will 
be put in shape during the next few days. 


* 
* * 


I understand that the railways have not been 
slow to appreciate the stand taken by the citi- 
zens in their meeting a week ago Friday night, 
and that already influences of every scrt are 
being brought to bear to quiet the agitation. 
Iris too late. The citizens of Toronto are 1p 
in arms against the present state of affairs and 
peace will not be declared until the necessary 
reforms are adopted. The bungle which has 
| characterized the building of bridges,—and 
that supreme act of idiocy, the low-level bridge 
over the Don, which makes an important 
river channel valueless—are fresh in the 
memory of the people, and it is believed 
when once this movement gets under 
way that the whole problem will some- 
how be straightened out by the united 
efforts of the committee, the council and the 
Board of Trade. Oue thing at least we may be 
| sure of, that the viaduct will necessarily raise 
the level of the bridge at the Don and make a 
| repetition of the scene that was witnessed | 
| there the other day impossible. A couple of | 
scows which were endeavoring to get under 
the bridge, had to be loaded down almost to | 
| the water’s edge with stones to enable them | 
to pass. Any one seeing that and know- 
ing that upwards of a million dollars had been | 
spent in making the river navigable above the 
bridge would be apt to enquire where the | 
brains of the projectors of the scheme were 
who went on with the expenditure of money | 
without thinking that even if the river were | 
navigable no vessel could get into it on ac- | 
count of the low railway bridge. Itis, without | 
doubt, the most coaspicuous piece of munici- 
| pal bungling ever exhibited on this continent. | 





* = * 
I have pleasure in acknowledging the follow- 
ing contributions to the Babies’ Fresh Air 
Fund: 





Previously acknowledged .................: $18.50 
| Bay Street.. PuGhGRes venue tdbesdat< 1.00 
| Geo. A. Mac....... rs ssceze ee 
| 5.00 
City Contractor...... mae 5.00 

No name icebna oe katees 50 
| E. C., Oshawa ..:.:.. ‘i eae 30 
WME Wnts, cSuaegpedsas vecanvyoni eas aaet 1 00 
335 30 


| This week a boat load of youngsters went out 
for a sail and each one who has contributed to | 
this fund has the pleasure of knowing that for | 
every dime he sent me a little nursling of 
poverty had a day's enjoyment, with buns and 
milk galore. 





o 
* * 


The seizure of the sealing vessel Black Dia- 
mond in Behring Sea has brought about a | 
crisisin the negotiations between Great Britain 
and the United States. It is just as well that | 
the issue was forced without the shedding of | 
blood. Canada will watch with interest 
whether Great Britain yields in this matter to 
the aggression of the United States. It 
unanimous opinion of the Canadian people, so 
far as expressed opinion has been heard, that 
Behring Sea belongs to usas much as to the own- 
ers of Alaska, except, of course the three mile 
limit which is all weclaimon ourownshores. If 
Great Britain takes a milder view of it it would 
create a feeling of distrust throughout the Do 
minion, and those opposed to Imperial connec- 
tion will urge that if Great Britain does not see | 
fit to protect her rights in the open sea she will 
be a poor custodian of our valuable fisheries on | 
But I reckon we need not | 


is the 


the Atlantic coast, 
By the time the | 


give ourselves much anxiety, 
government which sent out the cruiser Rush 

gets through with Joha Bull Canadian sealers 
will be able to go out and fish undisturbed. 

However, if Canada hac her own fight to |} 
make in this matter it is just possible that } 
Brother Jonathan would be a little more in- | 
clined to be «arbitrary than he will when 
British gun-boats patrol the waters in which 
the late seizure made. It is not alto- | 
gether a pleasant position for us as a colony to 
be dependent on the protection of the Mother. | 
land, but when Imperial Federation comes | 
about and we have some voice in Imperial | 
affairs we will be able to maintain a different 
attitude and speak of the matter as if we did it 
ourselves and were not forced to call out to our 
mamma to keep our neighbor’s children out of | 
our back-yard. 


was 


| 
| 
| 


* 
*-* 


Some time ago I called attention to the fact 





| badge is used as a ticket. 


| Edward Jones of Church street. 
| returned last Monday to Niagara-on the-Lake, 


| where they 


; ys 
ra ys 


a Canadian. When the census is being taken 
the resident of this country is put down as 
English, Irish, Scotch, German, French, etc., 
but never as a ‘*Canadian.” You cannot be 
buried as a Canadian, the cemetery people 
demanding of the survivor as to whether 
deceased is English, Irish, ete. This is all 
wrong and the Government should change it. 
There never will be a strong Canadian senti- 
ment while Canadians must shame their 
motherland by claiming the name of another 
nationality. 
o*s 

Hope speaks but faintly in the wish that immediate suc- 
cess may crown the efforts of the Equal Rights deputation 
to Quebec. The voice of expectation does not speak at all. 
For concerning the practical results of an interview with 
Lord Stanley Ontario hopes little and expects nothing. ° 

I take the liberty of calling the attention of 
the esteemed contemporary from whose edito- 
rial column the above is taken, to the fact that 
he has fallen into the very common habit of mis- 
usingthe word “‘ hope.” If the voice of Hope is 
heard at all, it is impossible that Expectation 
be silent. If I remember rightly Hope is de- 
fined as a combination of desire and expecta- 
tion; Fear as expectation without desire; and 
Despair as desire without expectation. I think, 
therefore, that Despair is the word to be used 
in the above connection. Don, 





Social and Personal. 





The fourth weekly Hop and Pop of the Island 
Amateur Aquatic Association was held last 
Saturday evening and passed off very pleas- 
antly, as usual. These occasions are iooked 
forward to each week by all the Islanders as, 
perhaps, their greatest common source of 
pleasure. The programme of last Saturday 
was in two parts, as previously—music and 
dancing. Mr. Chas. Hooper kindly accepted 
the chair, and after a few good humored re- 
marks, ushered in the programme. Those fur- 
nishing it were each recalled—some twice. 
They were Miss Way and Messrs, Fairweather, 
Capt. Andrews, and Paul Jarvis. Capt. An- 
drews gave a valuable address on life-saving, 
finishing with several laughable stories. 
Mr. Good, of the Empire, spoke a short time. 
Among those present were : Mrs. Gilmour, Mr. 
and Mrs. J. F. Thompson, Mr. and Mrs. George 
Bartlett, Mr. and Mrs, Kirtland, Mr., Mrs. and 
Miss Bostwick, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Pearson, 
Mr. and Mrs. King, Mrs. Hooper, Mrs. Jarvis, 
Mr. Jas, P. Murray, secretary, Mr. and Mrs. 
Cumming, Mrs. Percival, Mrs. Sullivan, Mr. 
and Mrs. Foote, Mr. and Mrs. Andrews, the 
Misses Drynan, Miss Gilmour, Miss Louson of 
Montreal, Mr. and Miss Playter, the Misses 
Todd, the Misses Mason of Barrie, Miss K. 
Wade, Miss C. Webb and Messrs. Lightbourne, 
Macrae, Fred Hayes, Bacque, Grant Stewart, 
Ambery, Denison, F. Gray. Smali, Lownds, 
Wilson, Mason, Carlyle, Brumelle, Louis Hayes 


and others. 
7 


This (Saturday) afternoon the association has 
its annual aquatic tournament in aid of the 
Hospital for Sick Children. The committees 
having the charge of affairs have worked hard 
and the citizens will find, if they visit the 


| centre island, or what every body now knows 


as the Island Park, within three minutes’ walk 


| of the wharf, a course laid out and a great pro- 


gramme of aquatic sports on. A temporary 
seat structure has been put up and aten cent 
The winners of the 
various events will be rewarded with silver 


|and bronze medals, and arrangements have 


been made to have the distribution take place 
in the large room of the R. C. Y. Club on Mon- 
day evening after a short concert has been ren- 


dered. 


Last Saturday a very jolly picnic party left 
Clendenning’s wharf in John Hanlan’s yacht, 
the Rescue, which landed them up the Hum- 
ber, where courts were marked out in a rough 
way and sets of tennis played and a sumptuous 
tea sent out from the city was partaken otf, 
after which they steamed for Toronto, arriving 
shortly after nine p.m., after having spent 
a delightful afternoon. Among those who 
were there, chareroned by Mrs. Whitimore, 
were: Misses Edith and Maud Despard, Miss 
Lottie Wood, Miss May Fuller, the Misses 
Geikie, Miss Hardy, Mr. Hirschfelder, Dr. 
Geikie, Dr. Spillsbury, Messrs Symons, New- 
man, and H. Bourlier. a 


Mrs. J. O. Heward has been in town for a 
week with her two children, Charlie and 
Florence, and was the guest of her aunt, Mrs, 
Mrs. Heward 


accompanied by Miss Edith Jarvis. 
* 


A large At Home was given at the Moorings, 
Hanlan’s Point, last Wednesday evening, 


which was attended by the Islanders in cos- | 


tume to the number of nearly 400. 
a 


Mr. Charles Hirschfelder gave an At Home 
last Tuesday at his father’s residence, Rose- 
dale, although the family, with the exception 
of the vice-consul, are at Old Orchard. Miss 
Hirschfelder’s place ably filled by her 


niece, Miss Fuller, who received the guests, 
* 


was 


Mrs. E. W. 
Thursday for Monreith, Hanlan’s Island, 


Mrs. Tom Wood and family, as has been 
their custom for years back, left for the Queen’s- 
Royal, Niagara-on-the-Lake, on Thursday last, 
will remain for the month of 
August, 


Mrs. Joseph Ridout, accompanied by the 
Misses Todd, left last Thursday for Colvorne. 


Her son, Mr. Walter Ridout, resides there. 
7. 


The following ladies and gentlemen are sum- 
mering at Windermere, Muskoka: From To- 
ronto— Messrs. G. W. and G. C. Lillie and Miss 
Lillie, Messrs. Fred and Arthur Suckling, Mr. 
and Mrs. Haine, Mr, Osborne Haine, Master 
Fergus, Mr. ard Mrs. Frith, Mr. and Mrs, 
Jeffers, Mr, and Mrs. Mowat and family, Mr. 
and Mrs, C. A. Massey and child, Mrs. Jopl- 
ing, Mr. and Mrs. J. E. Smith, Miss C, 


| Smith, Miss L. Smith, Miss B. Smith, Miss 


Towner, Miss Louie Livingstone, Miss W. 
Smith, Mr. Joseph Hughes, Mr. Ed Bailey, 
Mr. Gus Heward, Mr. Haldine, Mr. Pat 
Haldine, Mrs. E. H. Dewart, Mr. Ed Dewart, 
Mr. and Mrs. Da'ton, Misses Daisy and Jea- 


Edwards and daughter left last | 





NIGHT. 


nette Dalton, Mr. and Mrs. Millichamp, Mr. 
W. Millichamp, Mr. Ed Jarvis, Mr. and Mrs. 
Lucas, Miss Nellie Lucas, Mr. R. T. Stovel, 
Mr. A. Sweatnam, Mre. Graham and child, | 
Miss F. Taylor, Miss E. Paul, Mr. and Mrs. A 
McDonald and family, Messrs. Hugh and Jack 
Ritchie, Mr. Sam Paton, Mrs. and Mrs. Nairn | 
and the Misses Nairn, Mr. M. Fisher, Mr. 
and Mrs. W. H. C. Kerr, Mr. aad Mrs. Paul 
Von Szeliski and Miss C. Kerr, Mr. Chas. Moss, 
From Hamilton—Mrs. M. E. Hutchison, Mr. J. 
White, jr., Miss Allie White and Master H. 
White, Mr. and Mrs. Van Allen, Mrs. Wm. 
Waddell, Miss A. Atcheson, Mr. and Mrs Pun. 
shon and child. Mr. and Mrs. Greene and 
family, Mr. Aubrey Moore, Mr. A. H. Birge, 
Mr. George Robinson, Mr. and Mrs. Val- 
lance, the Misses Zealand, Mr. Sanford Evans, 
the Misses L. and C. Evans, Mrs. and Miss 
Somerville. Master H. Evans, Rev. Dr. and Mrs. 
Mockridge, Miss and Mr. Ed. Duffield, Mr. and 
Mrs. T. B. Griftith and family, Messrs. J. and C. 
Mockridge. From Memphis, Tenn—Mrs. P. A. 
Coe, Miss P. Coe and Master C. Coe, the Misses 
A.and D. E. Clarke, and Mr. W. Jefferson. 
From New York—Mrs. W. W. and Miss Marie 
Gage and Master Cecil Gage. From Ayr—Mr. 
and Mrs. Watson and family, Mr. George E, 
Goldie, Mr. H. Hilborn, Mr. J. Wylie. From 
Welland—Mr. W. Brockfield. 
* 


The annual championship tournament of the 
foronto Lawn Tennis Club will be held in the 
club grounds on Tuesday, September 3, and 
succeeding days. A new feature in the pro- 
gramme is the Veterans’ Singles, which, from 
the interest taken in the game by some of the 
older members, bids fair to be a success. The 
grounds are in excelient condition at present 
on account of the abundant rainfall of this 


season. 
* 


Messrs. C. P. and Arthur A. Archbold sail on 
Thursday next from New York. They will 
visit the principal cities in Great Britain and 
Ireland, see the Paris Exposition and the 
O'Connor. Searle boat race and return about 
October 1. 


The Misses Archbold will spend the summer 
with their cousin, Mrs. Frank B. Bowes of 
Hyde Park, Chicago. 


The following are at Maplehurst Hotel, 
Muskoka: Mrs. C. S. Laycock of Buffalo, 
Mr. L. George Lindsay of Toronto, Mr. 
C. B. Pa‘terson of Oakville, Miss Jackson, 
Messrs. A. and F. Armstrong, Mr. U. 
Mulock, of Toronto; Miss Gillespie of The 
Crag, Muskoka, Mr. R. Moffatt of Hamilton, 
Hon. E. H. Stowe, Mr. George N. Morud and 
son, Mr. Howard Jones, Mr. H. G. Floyd, of 
Pittsburg; Mr. and Mrs, C. F. Bingham, Mrs. 
C. M. Nolton, Mr. Risling Tucker, Mr. H. C. 
Dilke, Mr. Fred W. Perry, of Buffalo; Mr. and 
Mrs. A. S. Edwards, Miss Edwards, Miss 
Watts, of Sarnia; Mr. and Mrs. Alex. Miller 
and children, Miss Stanley, of Berlin; Mr. T. 
R. Spence of Cincinnati, O., Mr. and Mrs. W. 
Holton of Hamilton, Mr. and Mrs, L. J. Ho!ton 


of San Francisco. 
* 


Messrs. Cecil Horrocks and Frank Russell 
are enjoying athree weeks’ outing around the 
Muskoka lakes and Georgian Bay. 

* 


The following Torontonians returned on 
Wednesday from Mackinac and Sault Ste. 
Marie: Mr. and Mrs. C. H. Gooderham, Miss 
Gooderham, Miss Maud Gooderham and the 
Misses Gooderham, Dr. W. F. and Miss 
OReilly, Mr. Kivas Tully, C. E., Mr. and Mrs. 
H. E. Smallpeice and Miss Eva Smalipeice, Mr. 
and Mrs. George A. Oxnard, Miss Maud 
Oxnard, Mr. W. A. McLean, Mr. and Mrs. 
John Bruce and Miss Bruce. 





* The following Toronto people are at The |. 


Penetanguishene: Mr. and Mrs. Wallace 
Nesbitt, Mrs. Elliott, Mr. and Mrs. H. P. D. 
Armstrong, Mrs. Henry, Miss Thompson, Mrs, 
George Harman and family, Mrs. James Boul- 
ton, Mrs. Nordheimer’s family, Mrs. McCul 
lough, Mrs. Bohme and family, Mr. Alan 
Macdougall and family, Mrs. Lockhart and 
family, Mr. Manson, Mr. McEchearn, Mr. Mc- 
Phail and family, Mr. D. R. Wilkie and family, 
Miss Benson, Mrs. Page Wadsworth and fam- 
ily, Mrs. Lyndhurst Ogden and family, Mrs. 
Bethune and family, Mrs. Grasett, Mrs. Payne, 
Mrs. Henderson, Mrs. Hebden and family, Mrs. 
and Miss Wyatt, Mrs. and Miss Cumberland. 
From Hamilton: Judge, Mrs. and Miss Sin- 
clair, Mrs. and Miss Stewart, Mr. Carr, Mr. 
Barnard, . 


Mr. G. W. Badgerow, County Crown At- 
torney, and Sheriff Widdifield, left yesterday 
for a tour through Quebec and the Maritime 


Provinces. 
* 


H.s Honor Judge McDougall, is holidaying 
at present. 


* 

Mr. and Mrs, Fred Maulson and family} are 
summering at their cottage on Lake Rosseau, 
Muskoka, 

Oo 


Mr. and Mrs. F. Phillips and Miss Olive 
Phillips of Beverley street are taking a two 
weeks’ tour through Muskoka. 


Mrs. W. H. Jones and Miss Myrtle Jones 
of Crawford street and the Misses Phillips of 
Beverley street are enjoying a two months’ 


holiday on Lake Huron. 


Mr. and Mrs. Chas. McGann of Parliament 
street are spending a few weeks with their | 
friends, Mr. and Mrs, T. L. Brophy, at their 
home in Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Mrs. C. A. Phillips and Miss Eyre of To- 
ronto, Mr. and Mrs. George Eyre of Brighton, | 
leave to-day for Niagara where they will stay | 
at the Queen's Royal. 


Col. Fred C. Denison and Dalton McCarthy, 
M.P., accompanied by Mrs, Denison and Mrs, 
McCarthy left on Wednesday for the West. 
They will spend a month in British Columbia, 

. a 


Rev. R. A. Bilkie, assistant minister at the 


| 








—_—_ 


Muskoka: Mr. and Mrs. F. H. Reddit of 
Aurora, Mr, and Mrs, A. F. Jones and family 
of Toronto, Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Hallets and 
family of Lindsay, Messrs. J. A. Palmer and 
Wm. Sibbitt of Bracebridge, Wm. Hollings. 
head of Berks, England, James Boyes of Brace. 
bridge. 


A very pleasant party is summering at St. 
Germain Island, Lake Joseph, Dr. Canniff’s 
beautiful island, known as Cosy Nook Camp, 
The company consists of Mrs. Canniff, Mrs, 
Thorpe, sister of Dr. Canniff, Miss Alice Wil- 
liams, daughter of the rector of St. John’s 
Church, Miss Canniff, Master Willie Roberts, 
son of Capt. Roberts, Mr. Fred Canniff and 
Master Aubrey Canniff. 

. 


Miss May Fahey, who passed successfully at 
the Toronto Conservatory examinations re- 
cently, is summering at Penetang. 

° 


Mr. C. H. Murdoch has amongst his guests 
at Macassa Point, Lake Rosseau, Mrs. Dunn, 
Miss Birdie Dunn, Mr. Med Fahey, Miss Clara 
and Mr. John Macdonald Fahey and Mr. Alf 
Blackburn, of Toronto. 


Miss Alice E. Sweetnam is enjoying the sea 
breezes on the New Jersey coast. 


The following guests are staying at Summit 
House, Port Cockburn, Muskoka: Mr. Henry 
Smith, Miss Smith, Mr. J, Martin, Mr. J. §S, 
Martin, Mr. and Mrs. S. Bates, Mr. Aubrey 
White, the Misses White, Mr. T. B. Young, 
Mr. Benj Allen, Mr. J. A. Littlejohn, Mr. Alf, 
Mackenzie, Mr. James Proctor, Mr. W. F, 
Fleming, Mr. and Mrs. J. R. Bailey, Miss Ella 
Fyfe, Mrs. P. L. Mason, Mrs. Mitchell, Miss 
Mitchell, Miss Addie Mitchell of Toronto; Miss 
Nettie Chisholm, Miss Lizzie Chisholm, Miss 
Kate Chisholm, Miss Annie M. Stewart, Mr, 
and Mrs. G. B. Downwell, Mrs. Macmahon, 
the Misses Kate, Mary, Daisy, and Eleanor 
Macmahon, Mr. Percy Macmahon, Mr. John 
Macmahon, Miss Hattie Fields of Hamilton; 
Mr. and Mrs, W. J. Sheppard, Mr. H. E. Smith, 
Mr. C. Allen of Buffalo, Mr. J. M. Berdan of 
Toledo, Ohio; Mr. W. P. Scott, Mr. G. L. Sev- 
erance, Mr. A. Severance of Cleveland, Ohio; 
Mr. and Mrs. Stanbridge of Ogdensburg, N.Y.; 
Mr. Jenkinson, Mr. and Mrs. Staley of Detroit. 


a 
The eighth annual convention of the Cana- 
dian Shorthand Society will be held in the 
Normal School in this city on Monday, August 
12. A cordial invitation is given to all lovers 
of the art., In the evening a bust of Isaac 


(Continued on Page Eleven.) 








FOR AN 


Engagement or Birthday Present 


One of those Ladies’ Gold Watches about the size of a half- 
dollar, with plain polished case and monogram on front- 
back, will be sure to please. I have just received some 
from the factory. 


E. BEETON 
Figh Grade Watch Specialist 


Opposite Post Office 


Sea Side Excursions 





Montreal Quebec 
Murray Bay weeny 
White Mountains ortland 
Rye Beach Passamaquoddy 
BARLOW CUMBERLAND 
72 Yonge Street . - . Toronto, 





MISS ™. MORRISON 


41 KING STREET WEST 


Is now showing a choice and varied assortment o 


New Millinery Goods 


To which inspection is invited. 


The Dressmaking Department is worthy of notice also 
being under able management. 


COACHMAN’S 





Collars and White 
Washing Ties 


JUST RECEIVED 


The Collars 
are round cornered and the Ties are made 
of Fine White Linen. 


These are made special’y. 


WHEATON & CO. 


17 King St. West, cor. Jordan 


SPRING 1889 


French Millinery Emporium, 63 King St. West. 
(Opp. Mail Office,.tirst floor) 
We will be prepared on and after the 13th inst. to show 
our spring importations in trimmed and untrimmed mil- 
linery, flowers, feathers and novelties. 


Mrs. A. BLACK, Mer 


_ (Formerly of No. 1 Rossin House Block.) 





W. F. ROSS & OO. 
ROOM 1, 
———~ 45 AND 57 ADELAIDE 

STREET EAST, 









Church of the Ascension, who has been in 
England for the past two months, has returned 


and will conduct the service to-morrow. 
. 


Mr. E. R. Doward, organist of the Church of 
the Ascension, who has been holidaying at the 


Thousand Islands, has returned, 
a 


The following guests are at Hutton House, 


TORONTO. 
High Grade 


st. WATCHES 


Nor-Vagnetic 
Gold and Silver—Wholesale and Retail 
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Montreal Mutterings. 
For Saturday Neht. 

There is a deal to see in this quaint old city 
to interest a westerner. It is a queer con- 
glomeration indeed—business and idjeness, 
affluence and poverty, joy and sorrow, all rub. 
ping shoulders in the most unconcerned fash- 
ion as though each was ignorant of the exist- 
ence of the other and cared neither to turn to 
the right nor to the left. Montreal is a busy 
place, truly; @ noble city when one contem- 
plates her massive piles of masonry and thinks 
of her tremendous commercial importance; a 
funny city when one studies her countless 
oddities and follows her maze of le«ser thor- 
oughfares and notes what variety of comical 
scenes and sounds prevail in the lower quar- 
ters; a sorrowful city too, one may find if the 
stifling, crowded, poverty-stricken lanes and 
alleys are traversed, where vice and misery 
cower in their soiled rags, struggling o'er 
their wretched span and seeing their ranks 
daily increasing within ear-shot of the rumble 
of the wheels of the millionaire’s carriage, and 
round the corner from imposing business 
houses whose operations represent annualiy 
money enough to dry every tear and make glad 
every miserable face within her far-spreading 
limits. With the great streets of a city like 
this one becomes familiar in a few days. There 
are the self-same handsome carriages, and busy 
men and fashionables, hurrying or loitering; 
the same hum and roar from day to day, to be 
repeated with but trifling variation every time 
you care to study it. It isa very small kaleido- 
scope of limited changes— a few scraps of gold 
and tinsel, a few turns, and the first combina- 
tion is reproduced. 


But the by-paths, the lanes and alleys, the 
tenements and dens of poverty are a study for 
years. It isa great kaleidoscope, its particles 
rust and mould, mildew and stain, earth and 
scraps, With countless changes, few of them 
pleasing but still possessing a certain interest. 

Follow the crowding lesser veins that diverge 
from the great arteries of traflic and you will 
find what will set you pondering upon the 
division .of the goods of this life, until you 
wonder vaguely why a vast number of human 
beings live at all, and where they find sufficient 
compensation for undergoing the ordeal of 
existence. But there are bright spots too here 
and there in the maze of misery. You pass 
crowded tenement after tenement and fairly 
sicken of their squalor and wretchedness, un- 
til suddenly, at an open window or door, you 
seea bright, comely French face, a vision of 
loveliness and cleanliness, with keen black 
eyes that no speck of dust nor web of 
spider can escape. Madam’s plump arms 
know how to put the “rub-it off” on a 
broom or mop; madam’s shapely nose loves 
the freshest air available, so her door is wide 
open and steps and walk carefully tended, and 
madam herself is plump enough to be jolly 
and French enough to be dainty, therefore she 
works away merrily and keeps her little home 
spotless, proud of her shiny knick-knacks and 

‘snowy curtains, 

Queerly contrasted are the faces you will see 
during such a ramble. Black eyes, dusky 
skins and raven hair prevail, yet while the 
younger ones are in many cases beautiful, 
everywhere you will see features distorted and 
skins pitted with the irradicable traces of 
the dreadful scourge that found such grand 
facilities for its deadly work in this jumble of 
crowded life. 
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W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


Are now showing in every department a magnificent stock of Spring 


might as well take acar and put back home! 
We can’t get in without tickets. It makes me 
so confounded, raving, furiously mad! Let's 


| limits. Crowds seek the mountain, and I don’t 
| blame ’em, for it is a wonderfully attractive 


spot. You enter a little car and are hauled UP | get out of here before I kill somebody! ”— Time. 
the steep trestle-work, higher and higher | eee saebeod ai eee hel 
that you are getting — |. A Little Uncertain About The Number. 
close to the Blue Beyond, and that if. the | . 
; | It was a Dakotaian who was called upon by 
tackle should happen to give out, there and asked 


the census-taker some years ago 
‘* How mavy children have you, Mr.—?” 
‘Bout ten, I reckon, stran- 


will probably be a shower of flesh some- 
where in the State of Maine shortly after. 
From the mountain there is a matchless view. | 
On a clear day one can make out the Green 
Mountains of New Hampshire and perhaps 
catch a glimpse of the peaks of the Adiron- 
dacks, while the panorama closer at hand is 
very lovely. Behind the mountain is the “ city 
of the dead,” with many handsome tombs and 
shrines, and you see numbers of people stroll- 
ing about out of curiosity like myself, or adorn- 
ing the graves of their loved ones passed away. 
There is no levity here, one can hardly realize 
that these are the same people as were seen 
larking about the city a Sunday ago, as though 
they never knew what the day was for, and 
whatever may be said for and against 
their religion, one thing is certain, they never 
forget it, and well would it be for other creeds 
could they boast an equal influence and such 
devoted followers. 

Three old ladies quaint-looking and more 
quaintly garbed, and a tow-headed boy, pass 
quietly along as though they walked on holy 
ground and knew the dweilers in the silent 
berths but slept 
for a time, and 
might be disturbed 
by a careless tread, 
They go 
shrine to shrine, 
praying softly as 
they walk and | 
kneeling for a t me 
at each, the women 
earnestly and the | 


vtow headed boy | 
mochantesity, a A Great Traveler. 


fitting ill ae Mr. Plaintalk—Have you traveled much, Miss 
itting illustration | Elderly? 

of thetwoex'remes Miss Elderly—Indeed I have. Every summer 
—age preparing for | Since my sixteenth yeir dear papa has taken 
the end of life, and | me off for a trip abroad 

the end of the 


‘* Hm'—let’s see. 
ger.” 

‘** Their names, please !” 

“Wall, I'll hev to ask the old lady ‘bout 
that,” and he went into the house and soon 
returned with a list of names. 

The census-taker went over the list and only 
found nine names. ‘I only count nine,” he 
said. 

** Wall, by gum! Haythere, Nancy.” 

Nancy appeared at the door. 

‘* There air only nine names on that list.” 


on you feel 
| 


woman responded. *‘ We've been married goin’ 
on ‘leven year’ now.” 

** Wall, by gol, that’s strange.’ 
the man. 

The census-taker changed the figures from 
ten to nine, and started down the road, leaving 
the couple in a brown study. After he had got 
about a quarter of a mile from the house he 


This from 


= the old man came up, breathless and ex- 
cited : 

“Tt’s all right, stranger, it’s all right,” he 
panted; ‘“‘the old woman was ec’rect; she’s 
counted the new baby shirts—she allus makes 
a new one and keeps it. Oneo’ the young’uns 
died last Fall!” 


—_—— oe 


She Had Counted. 


‘*Mamma, dear, do you know you've got 
| twenty-nine pins in the back of your dress?” 
**Good gracious, child, how do you know?” 
‘“* Why, I've just pulied them out.” 


from ane ; 
| Astonishing Result. 
5 Snawbah—There s a girl I came near marry- 
ing. 
Knawbah— Whydidn’t you? She isan heiress, 
Snawbah-— I know it; but when I proposed it 
frightened her into a decline. 


> —_ 











Is that so? Well, I don’t suppose that there 
is any country that you have not visited. 


for 


only 
A little chipmunk steals from be- 


youth anxious 
prayers. 
hind the shrine and “chicks” softly and flirts 
its feathery tail and displays its velvet stripes, 
and sits erect upon its haunches, combing its 
whiskers and washing its face, and the tow- 
headed boy’s soul goes out to it with an 
earnestness which, if concentrated upon his 
prayer, would probably work his everlasting 
good, but the women pray on and a slight 
movement of one brings the boy to attention 
like a flash and sends the chipmunk diving 
into his hole with a frightened cry, 

Ali over the cemetery are wooden slabs with | 
photographs of those whose memories they 
keep alive let into recesses and neatly covered | The bankrupt stock of F. Qua & Co., 49 King Street West, 
with glass to protect them from the weather, | consisting of Toys, Games, Books, Fancy Goods, etc., has 
and the neat appearance of the graves | been removed to 
| 


and the countless floral and other decora- | Rosenbaum’s Bazaar, 159 King St. East 
tions prove that the sleepers are not for- 
gotten. Here a dark-robed woman is weep- and will be disposed of at great reductions. Camp Beds, 
ing and praying together over a tiny mound Tennis, Racquets, Balls, Nets and Shoes, Boxing Gloves, 
Fishing Tackle, etc., in great variety. 
—and one guesses the story — there three : ; 
small children kneel between two large newly- 
made graves, no doubt they are orphans. Con- 
templating these sights sobers one, the spirit 
of the place touches you and you too walk 
slowly and carefully though none of yours wait 
within its bounds, and your creed is not the 
same as prompts those prayers. But you 
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At Thomas’ European restaurant and English 
chop-house, Keachie & Co. have inaugurated a 
table d'hote dinner, from 12 to 3 o'clock. As 
everyone knows, the bill of fare offered at the 


given at any of the first-class restaurants, and 
the price has been piaced so low there is no 
doubt of its success. 








DR. CUNNINGHAM 
DENTIST 


Cor. Yonge and Edward Streets 
"THE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 





Petite France peers at you with saucy 


dancing eyes black as cloes and _ sharp 
as needles; she is lovely now at six with 
a. her rich com- 

F,¢ te plexion and 

/ PRED - a tangled curls, 

ICG EY but she will grow 


= stout ere thirty, 
a 


) 
()< Ff . 
Naw a BR sallow at thirty- 


realize the thorough earnestness of all these 
people, and not agreeing with themin thought, 
yet you admire their devotion and are im- 
pressed with their wonderful belief. How 
strong that belief is and how perfectly hearts 
are governed by it is proved on every side. 
Presently you come co a huge mass of stone 
with a white tablet let into it. The stone 
is marked as though chipped with a 
thousand blows, the tablet is defaced and the | 
letters unreadable as though strong hands had 


CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE 


For Manufacturing New Designs in 
Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 
77 Yonge St., 2 Deors North of King 


A, E. FAWCETT 


Suceesssor to C. Sheppard 





67 King Street West 
Physicians’ prescriptions and family recipes accurately 
compounded. Telephone No. 73 __ 





ay fe and end by 

aS looking like 

. Grand-mere, with 

) a skin like wrap- 

ping paper and 

wrinkles’ that 

& would make a 

concertina feel 

smooth, It is the way with all flesh, French 
flesh especially. 

But enough of the slums. 

As Toronto prides herself upon her Q. O. R., 
80 does Montreal upon her Vics. and 
It used to be the Picts and Scots if I re- 
member what I had to be licked to learn, but 
Spell it with a “ we,” Samivel, when you're in 
Montreal. 1 strolled down to the Champ de 
Mars on Sunday to see the Scots turn out, aud 
right well do they deserve praise. It’s an 
“kneesy” thing to find fault with the 
Scottish uniform for those who don’t 
like it, but I harbor no such prejudices 
and make bold to say that the regi- 
ment in question both looked, marched, and 
Manwuvred in a fashion worthy of veterans. 
The costume may be a trifle drafty and savor- 
ing of a petti- 
coat government, 
but they are the 
Stuff that stands, 
if need be, till 
they're kilt entire- 
ly, and the records 
tell whether the 
kilt ran away or 
Stayed on the field 
in the hottest 
Scrimmages, From 
the drum major— 
4 veteran of the 
famous Black 
Watch—down, 
they are a fine look- 





Scot 3, 


Ng soldierly set. A : 

Sunday is a holiday in this strange city, but 
Not exactly after the style prevalent in Onta 
ric, You don’t have to work one day in the 
Week, ergo, that must be intended for Sunday, 
but one is apt to forget it. Street cars and 
cabs ply as usual; a band attracts your atten- 
tion to some fun going on at one point, and at 
‘nother a lot of fellows are playing ball, On 
She of ‘the gun club's grounds, some of the 
Members are shooting a few friendly sweeps; 
any stores are open, etc., and taken all round 
You are apt to be impressed with the ides that 
reverence hereabouts is seriously hampered by 


DYEING AND CLEANING 
Gent's Suits, Ladies’ Dresses 


Dyed or cleaned, and all kinds of goods done on the short- 
est notice. Telephone 1258. Goeds sent for and delivered. 
Best house in the city. 


STOCKWELL, HENDERSON & BLAKE 


THE PARMBLEE ROOFING AND PAVING CO. 
GRAVEL RCOFING 


For all kinds ef Flat Reofs. 


ASPHALT PAVING 


Fer Ce'lar Bottoms, Sidewalks, Breweries, Stables, etc., ete. 
Eatiman@es giver for «| parte of ©: tario. 


10 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO. 


Recommend: by the Medical Frefeasion. 


struck it o’er and o’er with hammers. 
Something like that was done. The man be- 
neath that great stone owned the burial plot. 
he died after incurring the enmity of the 
church ; the law decided he should be buried in 
the plot he owned, but the church said no, It 
took a military force to see that the law was car- 
ried out and the marks on the stone tell an 
eloquent tale of the sternness of the opposition 
and the hold that church has upon her flock. 
Still, it but proves the o’ermastering earnest- 
ness of the people and while it is certainly an 
extreme case, maybe a goodly measure of that 
same earnestness would work a power of good 
in other creeds. Down on a quiet little street 
from a closed door hangs the sign of death— 
a great sable streamer with the mark of | 
the faith upon it. Along the sidewalk comes a 
rough lavorer, a hard-looking, evil featured | 
man, grimy from his work in the ditches and 
suggestive of crime or the blackest depths of | 
sin rather than religion. He is in a hurry, yet, 
as his eye catches the crape his step is slowed | 
and he moves softly ; closer yet, and he sees | 
the little emblem of his faith, his rough hat is 
removed and his head bowed as he passes | 
reverently by. There is something touchingly | 








AND COCA WINE 


FOR MENTAL AND PHYSICAL 
EXHAUSTION \ 



















Has all the well-known properties 


Chop-house is not excelled in this city, and the | 
price of the dinner is only 40c, or six tickets for | 
$2. As this is the only table d’hote dinner | 


BARGAINS FUR kYERYBODY | 


** Well, I reckon we had ten of 'em, Ike,” the | 


heard a shout, and turning around he waited | 


| 
| 


JAMES Harris & Co. 


MANUFACTURERS OF FINE FURS 


| Novelties, specially in High Class S 
Dress Fabrics, Laces, 


description. 


17, 19, 21, 





Embroideries, 
Gloves, Dress and Mantle Trimmings, Ornaments, Table Linens, Sheet- 
ings, Curtains Furniture Coverings and Upholstery Goods or every 
Only first-class goods, and at popular prices at 


W.A. MURRAY & CO’S 


23, 25 and 27 KING STREET EAST, and 12 COLBORNE STREET, TORONTO 
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ilks, French Dress Goods, Washing 


Parasols, Hosiery, Underwear, 
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TALLY 


Ladies’ 
Hats, 


LADIES WILL 


99 Yonge Street - - 





HAVE YOU SEEN THt NEW STYLES OF 


FRONTPIECES AT DORENWEND’S? 


If pot, you should make it» point te co .o before you 
buy your Seasen’s Geeds. You wil! fird that Doren- 
wends Styles are the most becoming and most durable. 
For hair goods of any kind this is the place te ‘° to 
Ladies’ Waves, Fro: tpieces, Bangs, Wigs. The new Fluffy 
Switches, &c., &c. 

A. BORENWEND, Paris Mair Werks and Beauti- 
fying Bazaar, 103 and 165 Verge Sirest. 


LATEST FASHIONABLE sTYLES 


Per iadics' Hair Geeds 


Armand'’s Pempadeur 
Frontpiece the Success of | 





CHEMIST AND DRUGGIST | 









of Beef, Iron and Wine, with the stimu- 
lating effects of Coca. It increases the 
vigor of the intellect, nerves and mus- 
ules; sustains strength in the absence of 
food; produces healthy sleep, and is not 
followed by any evil effects. Unequalled 
in cases of sudden exhaustion. 

ApvuLt Dosr.—One tablespoonful between 
meals, or when fatigued or exhausted. 


BINGHAM'’S PHARMACY 
100 Yoneg St., Toronto. 


bev.utiful in the homage of this ignorant law- | 
less looking man, but this is Montreal— 
Catholic Montreal. 

| 











Ep. W. Sanpbys, 
















He Never Forgot. 


“Oh dear!” said Mrs, Bixby, as she went | 
into the theater with Mr. Bixby, * I've forgot- 
ten my handkerchief; but it don’t matter much | 
for——” 

**You women are always forgetting some 
thing,” said Bixby sharply. ‘“‘It’s a blessed 
thing we men have memories longer than our | 
little fingers, and when we do forget a thing 
we don't go into fits overit. I really don’t be- 
lieve you ever went to any place in your life 
without forgetting your gloves or your fan or | 
your parasol or some fol-de-rol, and I | 
don't believe I ever forgot a thing in my | 
life and I—let me see, where are our tickets? | 
Oh, here they are! No, they're not. I'm sure | 
I put them in this pocket and—where in thun- | 
der can they be? Now, I had those tickets not | 
two minutes before we started and—I guess | 
they're in my pocket-book and—no they're not! | 
Well, if this don’t beat the devil and Tom | 
Walker! A nice fix we'll be in if I can’c find 
those confounded tickets! I haven't got them, 
that's certain!” 







Plumber : 


ras) a I 
Wane 


‘**[ saw them on the mantel in your room ; : ree : = 
just before we started,” said Mrs. Bixby. / - a Bl 


+ > OCOCEULL AY 


**You did!” roared Bixby. ‘* Well, that’s 
just where they ace now, Ili betacent! Why 
in creation didn’t ycu tell me they were there? 
I remember I laid them there while I—but we 





This frontpiece rises up in the 
center with afew curls on the 
temples, the rest f-lls back in 
natural wavy hair, and is made 
on a miniature foundation. It 
is very light, moet elegant and | 
charm:ng Jookirg 

Price $4 66. Sent by post $5. 

The little Russian Bang s0 | 
popular in the States, is also a | 
very becoming style. Price | 
$2.50 and $3 50. | 


Lacies, if you wish something nice and stylish in Bangs, 
get one of the above n entioned Frontpieces. 


ARMAND’S HAIR STORE 


401 Yomge Streot 407 
Close te Y. M. C. A. Buildings, Toronte. 


Wines and Liquors 


RELIABLE GOODS CNLY } 


For Medicinal Purpose. For Family Use 


PORTS, SHERRIFS, NATIVES 
Guaranteed Absolutely Pure. | 


this Season | 
| 
| 
| 








Barter & Guestier'’s Clarets, &t. Juliem, Madoc 
and Fleirac. 


IBISH, SCOTCH AND CANADIAN WHISKYS | 
BRANDIS, RUM, GIN 


SHAVER, The‘Direct Jmporter | 


Telephone 1850 No. 4 Leuisa St., cor. Yenge | 
aa ; tn en ae 


CAMPING SEASON, 
EDWARDS’ 


DESICCATED SOUP 


For Sale Sy Grocers Everywhere 











Wholesale Depot: 30 St. Sacrament St., Montreal 





Ceek book frees ppli ation, naming thie paper. 





PRACTICAL BUSINESS EDUCATION 











Special rates to Teachers and Students of Public and 
High Schools. Our College is open the entire year. For 
circulars and full information address J. M. Crowly, Gen 
eral Manager, cor, Yonge and Shuter Streete. Important— 
Notice address. 


Telephone No. 


We Repair, Alter and Store Fur Garments during the 
Summer Mcnths at Moderate Prices. 


—AAMES HARRIS & C0 


Yonge Street, Toronto 


HO! THERE THEY GO! 
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Hunting Caps and Silk Riding 
which for Style, Beauty and 


Durability are unequalled. 


GENTLEMEN’S HUNTING CAPS 


| Our stock of Stiff and Soft Felt Hats, in all the fashion- eR RS 
able colors, is unsurpassed. Sole agents for the i‘ 
celebrated Miller Silk and Felt Hats 


Note 
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TRY OUR NEW PATENT 





YATISI 
YATISI 


CORSET 


This is the most perfect-fitting and 


comfortable corset in the market. 





Crompton Corset Coy 


Sole Manufacturers for the Dominion 





ISTOVEL&CO. 


LADIES’ TAILORS 
COSTUME AND HABIT MAKERS 


a oe UST eur. : 
“CLEOPATRA” 
H. RIDER HAGGARD'S latest and best novel. . Bee 
MIDSUMMER NUMBER 


ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS 


With two handsome colored plates.......... Me b0c, 


New Books and Magazines Received Daily 





F. W. NYE & CO. 
THE ROSSIN HOUSE NEWS DEPOT 


_137 King St. West. 
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J.& J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 YONGE ST., TORONTO. 
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THE DAY WILL COME. 


TORUNTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


BY M. E. BRADDON, 


Author of ‘‘Lady Audley’s Secret,” ‘‘ Vixen,” ‘Like and Unlike,” ‘‘The Fatal Three,” etc. 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER XXXII.—CONTINUED. 

**TIt was; but it wasmy thought all the same; 
for three days and three nights it was never 
absent from my mind. God knows how I got 
through the common business of the day—how 
the few people with whom I came in contact 
did not see murder in my face! I watched 
and waited for my opportunity; and when 
the moment came I did not waver. There 
are old people at Cheriton who could teil 
you that Evelyn Strangway at fifteen years 
old was as good a shot as either of her 
brothers. My hand had not forgotten its cun- 
ning; and your daughter was a widow three 
weeks after she was made a wife. By so much 
as she was happier than I by so much was her 
joy briefer than mine.” : 

She sank into a corner of the large armchair 
and covered her face with her hands, muttering 
to herself. He heard the words—‘‘I made my- 
selt her Evil Destiny ; I was her fate—Nemesis, 
Nemesis! The sins of the fathers! It is the 
Scripture.” : 

He could not stay in the room with her after 
that confession. She had been perfectly coher- 
ent in telling the story of her crime; and it 
seemed to him that even now she gloated over 
the evil she had wrought—that had it been in 
her power to undo her work by the lifting of 
her hand she would hardly have used that 
power. She seemed a malignant spirit, rejoic- 
ing in evil. 

He went out into the passage and told the 
policeman’s wife to look after her, and then he 
went to the desolate drawing-room and walked 
up and down the bare boards, waiting for the 
arrival of one or both of the doctors, s 

What would they think of her mental condi- 
tion. She had been curiously coherent just 
now. The temporary delusion had passed 
away like acloud. She had spoken as a person 
fully conscious of her acts, and accountable for 
them. Judged by her speech just now she was 
a criminal who deserved the sternest measure 
of the law. 

But he who knew of those long years of 
brooding, he who knewthe story of her wrongs, 
and how those wrongs must have acted upon 
that proud and stubborn spirit, to him there 
seemed little doubt that her mind had long 
lost ite balance. and that her crime had been 
the culminating crisis of a long period of mel- 
ancholia. He waited the verdict of the doc- 
tors with acutest anxiety, for only in an asy- 
lum did he see safety for this unhappy sinner. 
The finding of the pistol would inevitably be 
talked about at Cheriton, and it was possible 
that at any moment suspicion might take the 
right direction. To get her away, to gec her 
hidden from the world was his most ardent de 
sire; but this was not inconsistent with his 
desire to spare her. The thought that he had 
ruined her life—that his wrong-doing was at 
the root of all her miseries—was never absent 
from his mind. 

Dr. Davidson was the firsttoarrive. He was 
a man of supreme refinement, gentle, compas- 
sionate, an artist by talent and temperament, 
intellectual to the tips of his fingers. He had 
made insanity and the care of the insane the 
work of his life, as hisfather and grandfather 
had done before him, and he enjoyed the privi- 
liege of having been born in an age of enlight- 
enment, which they had not even foreseen in 
their happiest anticipations. He had met 
Lord Cheriton often in London society, and 
had visited him in the country, and they were 
as close friends as two busy men of the world 
can be. 

He was mystified by so sudden a summons 
and to such a locality; but he bad too much 
tact to betray any surprise. He listened 
quietly to Lord Cheriton’s brief explanation 
that he was wanted to form an opinion of a 
dependent whose state of mind had given cause 
for uneasiness. 

‘**T will say very little about her till you have 
seen her,” said Cheriton. ‘If it should appear 
to you and to my friend Wilmot, whom I have 
asked to meet you—if you should decide that 
she ought to be placed under restraint, I should 
wish her to be removed immediately to your 
house at Cheshunt. I know that she will be 
made as happy there as her state of mind will 
admit, and I shal! rely upon your kind consid- 
eration for making this a special case.” 

** You may be assured I shall do my utmost 
for anyone in whom you are interested, my 
dear Cheriton, but indeed I think you must 
know that I do my uttermost in every case. It 
is only in some small details that I can ever 
show special attention. Is this poor lady very 
violent ?” 

‘**No, she is very quiet.” 

** And no suicidal mania, I hope?” 

*‘T have seen no evidence of it; but she left 
her home in a rather strange and motiveless 
manner this morning, and that, coupled with 
o‘her indications in the past, gave me the 
alarm.” 

** Has she any delusions?” 

** Yes, it was under a delusion that she came 
to this empty house. She lived here many 
years ago, and on talking to her just now I 
found her unconscious of the lapse of time, 
and fancying that all things were still as they 
were when she was a young woman.” 

‘* Has she had any illness lately ?” 

None that I know of.” 

‘*T fear there can be little doubt as to her 
malady. Will you take me to her? She will 
be less alarmed if you are with me. Oh, by 
the way, the nurse you asked for will be here 
almost immediately.” 

‘‘Tam glad ofthat. Thereis only a wretched 
slattern in the house, whom I don't like to see 
in attendance upon my poor friend.” 

Lord Cheriton and the doctor went into the 
room where Mrs. Porter was sitting facing the 
window, staring moodily at the trailing ten- 
drils of Virginia creeper and passion flower 
hanging from the roof of the veranda and shut 
ting out the light. There was something un 
speakably desolate in that glimpse of neglected 
garden seen athwart that neglected verdure, 
with the smoky London sky as a background. 

She looked round quickly at the sound of 
footsteps, and started up from her chair, 

**Who is the man?” she asked, turning to 
Lord Cheriton. ‘Are you going to send me to 
prison? You have lost no time.” 

‘* This gentleman is my old friend, and he is 
interested in helping you if he can.” 

‘*You had better leave us together,” 
Dr. Davidson, gently. 

Lord Cheriton left the room silently, and 
paced the narrow entrance hall, listening with 
intense anxiety to the low murmuring sound 
of voices on the other side of the door, 

There were no loud tones from either speaker. 
There could be neither anger nor profound 
agitation upon Mrs. Porter's side, the listener 
thought, as he awaited the result of that inter- 
view. A knock at the hall-door startled him 
from his expectancy, and he hastened to admit 
the new arrival. 

It was his other medical friend, Dr. Wilmot, 
stout and jovial, more adapted to assist at a 
wedding than a funeral, more fitted to prescribe 
for wine-bibbing aldermen or dowagers who 
needed to be “‘kept up” on Reederer or Mumm, 
than to stand beside the bed of agony or listen- 
ing to the ravings of a‘mind distraught. Dr. 
Davidson came out of the dining-room at the 
sound of the voices in the hall. 

* Ah, how do you do, Wimot? You will 
have very little trouble in making up your 
mind about this poor soul. Goin and talk to 





said 


her while I take a turn in the garden with his | 


Lordship.” 
He opened the dining-room door, and Dr. 
Wilmot passed in, smiling, agreeable, and 


beginning at once in an oily voice, ‘‘my dear | 








, She was going to find the iaw. 


lady, my friend Davidson suggested that I 
should have a little chat with you while— 
while Lord Cheriton and he are admiring the 
garden. A very nice garden, upon my word, 
for the immediate vicinity of london. One 
hardly expects as nice a bit of ground, nowa- 

ays. May I feel your pulse? Thanks, a little 
too fast for perfect health.” 

‘* What do you and that other man mean by 
all this pretence?” she exclaimed indignantly. 
‘*T am not ill. Are youa doctor or a policeman 
in disguise? If you want to take me to prison 
lam ready to go with you. Icame to London 
on purpose to give myself up. You need not 
beat about the bush. Iam ready.” 

‘*Mad, very mad,” thought Dr. Wilmot, de- 
taining the unwilling wrist, and noting its 
tumultuous pulsations by the second hand of his 
professional watch. ; 

Lord Cheriton and Dr, Davidson were pacing 
slowly up and down the moss-grown gravel 
while this was happening. 

‘** How did you find her?” 

‘Curiously calm and collected for the first 
part of the interview. Had it not been for her 
troubled eye, and the nervous movements of 
her hands, I should have supposed her as sane 
as youorl. I talked to her of indifferent sub- 
jects, and her answers were consecutive and 
reasonable, although it was evident she re- 
sented my presence. It was only when I asked 
her why she had come to London without giv- 
ing her friends notice that she became agitated 
and incoherent, and began to talk about having 
committed a murder, and wishing to give her- 
self up and make a full confession of her guilt. 
Instead of waiting for the law to find her out, 
She had no 
fear of the result. She had long been tired of 
her life, and she was not afraid of the disgrace 
of a felo.’s death. 
said this, showed a deep rooted delusion, and I 
am of opinion that the mind has been unhinged 
for a long time. 
crime is often a fixed idea in lunacy. A mad- 
man will conceive a murder that never took 
place, or he will connect himselt with some 
actual murder, and insist upon his guilt, often 
with an extraordinary appearance of truth and 
reality, until he is shaken by severe cross- 
examination.” 

“You will 
once?” 

**T have 
coincides with mine. 
her being in a condition to require restraint. 
She is not violent at present, but if she is not 


receive her in your house at 


no ebjection if Wilmot’s opinion 


taken care of she will go wandering about in | 


search of a police magistrate to whom to make 
her statement, and with increasing excitement 
there will be every likelihood of acute mania. 
Ah, here comes Wilmot, 
think of the case, Wilmot?” 


** Mad, undeniably mad. She took me fora 


policeman in disguise, and raved about a mur. | 


der for which she wanted to give herself up to 
justice.” 

‘*A fixed delusion, you see,” said Davidson, 
with a gentle sigh. ‘Do you know how long 
she has had this idea, Cheriton?” 


‘** Indeed, Ido not. Her position on my estate | 


was a peculiar one. She lived at one of the 
lodges, but her status was not that of an 
ordinary depéndent. She was her own mis- 
tress, and lived a very solitary life—after her 
daughter left her. I havesent for the daughter, 
who wiil be here presently, I hope. My first 
notice of anything amiss was a hint dropped 
by a young medical man who was visiting at 
Cheriton. He saw Mrs. Porter, and formed 
the opinion that she either had been off her 


head in the past, or was likely to go off her | 


head in the future. That startled me, and I 
had it in my mind to ask you to come down to 
see her, Davidson, when there came the sudden 
departure of this morning—a departure which 
was so opposed to her former habits that it 
made me anxious for her safety. I followed 


her to London—first to her daughter's lodging | 


—and then here—where, by mere guesswork, I 
found her.” 


** Do you think that it may be the sad event | 


of last year—the murder of your son-in-law— 
which has put this notion into her head?” 

It is not unlikely. That dreadful event 
made a profound impression upon everybody 
at Cheriton, 
ful woman, may have brooded over it.” 

“Until she grew to associate herself with 


the crime,” said Wilmot. ‘Nothing more 
likely. Was the murderer never found, by the 
way?” 

** Never.” 


‘* But there can be no suspicion against this 
lady, Iconclude. She can have been in no way 
concerned in the crime?” 

‘I think you have only to look at her in 
order to be satisfied upon that point,” said 
Lord Cheriton ; and the two physicians agreed 
that the poor lady in question was not of the 


criminal type, and that nothing was more com- | 


mon in the history of mental aberration than 
the hallucination to which she was a victim. 


‘**Those monotonous lives of annuitants and 


genteel dependents—exempt from labor, and to | 


the outward eye full of placid contentment, do 
not infrequently tend toward madness,” said 
Dr. Wiimot. ‘‘I have seen more than one such 
case as this. 
no need of action or variety, some natures 
which can vegetate in a harmless nullity, there 
are other tempers which prey upon themselves 
in solitude, and brood upon fancies till they 
lose touch of realities. ‘This lady is of the lat- 
ter type, highly organized, sensitive to a 
marked degree, of the genus irritabile, 

‘You wiil take all necessary steps at once?” 
said Lord Cheriton, looking from one doctor to 
the other. 

Both were consentient. The nurse arrived 
while they were together in the drawing-room 
signing the certificate. It was six o'clock, and 
the shadows were deepening in the room 
where Mrs. Porter was sitting quiescent, silent, 
ina kind of apathy from which she was scarcely 
roused by the entrance of the nurse from Ches- 
hunt, a tall comely-looking woman of about 
thirty, neatly dressed, and with some preten 
sion to refinement of manner, 

Mrs. Porter sat there in her dull lethargy, 
the food that had been prepared for her un- 
tasted at her side. The nurse looked at the 
patient with a keen professional eye, and from 


the patient tothe tray where an ill-cooked chop | 


stagnated ina pool of grease; and where the 
unused teacup showed that even the feminine 
refreshment of tea had failed to tempt her. 

‘* She hasn't eaten anything,” said the nurse, 
‘and she looks weak and wasted, as if she had 
been for a long time without food. You'd 
better send for some Brand's essence and a 
little brandy; she ought to be kept up some- 
how, if she is to be taken to Cheshunt to-night. 
It will be a long drive.” 

Lord Cheriton despatched the 
wife te the nearest chemist’s and the nearest 
wine merchant’s, while he went himself to a 
livery stable and ordered a brougham and pair 
to be at Myrtle Cottage at seven o'clock. 
certificate had been signed, and there was 
nothing to hinder the removal of the patient. 


He found Mercy with her mother upon his | 


return, but the mother had given no sign of 
recognition, and the daughter sorrowfully 
acknowledged the sad necessity of the case 
when Dr. Davidson gently explained her 
mother’s condition to her. 

‘I am not surprised,” she said, with sad sub 
mission, ‘*‘I saw it coming years ago. 


listening to her footsteps as she walked up and 
down her bedroom, and to the heart-broken 
sigh that she gave every now and then, in the 


Her whole manner, as she | 


That nvution of an imaginary | 


I have no doubt as to | 


Well, what do you | 


She being a reserved and thought- | 


There are some minds that have | 


policeman’s | 


The | 


I have | 
lain awake many a night when I was a girl | 


dead of the night, when she thought there was 
no one to hear her.” 

An hour later the woman who for twenty 
years had been known as Mrs. Porter, and who 
was to carry that name to her dying day, was 
on her way to The Grange, Cheshunt, with her 
daughter Mercy, and the nurse in the carriage 
with her. She had made no resistance—had 
gone where she was asked to go, with an apa- 
thetic indifference ; had given no trouble. But 
although her daughter had been with her for 
an hour, doing all that tender attention could 
do to awaken her memory, there had been not 
a word or a look to betoken consciousness of 
her existence. 

Yet it was clear that the mental powers were 
only clouded, not extinguished; for, as Lord 
Cheriton stood a little way outside the porch 
watching her as she passed out to the carriage, 
she stopped suddenly and looked at him, 

* Will you and I ever meet again, James 
Dalbrook ? she asked solemnly. 

He paled at the address in those clear,in- 
cisive tones, dreading what she might say 
next. 

“IT think it may be better we shall not meet,” 
he said gloomily. ‘I have placed you in the 
care of those who will do the best that can be 
done for you.” 

“You are sending me to a madhouse, in the 
care of a mad doctor. That is your substitute 
for Cheriton Chase ; the home I used to dream 
about, ages ago, in this house; the home you 
and I were to have shared, as man and wife. 
It was my birthplace, James, and I would to 
God it had been my grave before I ever looked 
upon your face!” 

The nurse hustled her charge into the car- 
riage, muttering something about ‘ delusions;” 
but Dr. Davidson was too shrewd a student of 
humanity not to perceive some meaning in 
these distinct utterances. He had no doubt 
that Mrs. Porter was deranged, and a person 
who would be the better for the moderate 
restraint of a well-ordered asylum, but he had 
also no doubt that she had her lucid intervals, 
and that in this farewell speech she had let in 
the light upon her past relations with James 
Dalbrook, first Baron Cheriton. 

That revelation accounted for some points in 
the law lord's conduct which had hitherto been 
incomprehensible to his friend the doctor. 








CHAPTER XXNXIIL 
** Mine after-life ! what is mine after-life ° 


My day is closei! the gloom of night is come ! 
A hopeless darkness settles o’er my fate !”’ 


It seemed to Lord Cheriton as he drove to 
Victoria street in Dr. Davidson's brougham, 
that the day which had just come to an end 
| had been the longest day of his life. He 
| looked back at the sunny morning hour in 
| which he had lingered over the business of the 
toilet, brooding upon that discovery of the 
| pistol, his spirits weighed down by a vague 
| foreboding, a dim horror of aproaching evil, 
scarcely able to measure the extent of his own 
fears. He recalled the moment at which his 
valet brought him Theodore’s brief summons 
| tothe West Lodge—a moment that had given 
new reality to all be dreaded—a summons 
| which told him that the shadowy horror which 
| had been beside his pillow all through the 
| night was going to take a tangible shape. Oh, 
God, how long it seemed since that pencilled 
| line was put in his hand—since he stood in the 
blinding sunshine staring at the curt summons 
—before he recovered hiniself so far as to turn 
to his servant with his habitual grave author- 
| ity, and give some trivial order about his over- 
coat. 
| Since then what slow agonies of apprehen- 
| sion —what self abasement before the daughter 
whom he met for the first timeas his daughter, 
face to face! What terror lest the woman 
| whom his perfidy had driven to madness and 
crime should be called upon to answer to the 
law for that crime—while England should ring 
| with the story of his treachery, and his hidden 
| sin! He felt as if he had lived through half a 
| lifetime of shame and agony between the 

vivid light of the August morning and the cool 
| grey shadows of the August night. He leant 
back in his corner of the cosy little brougham 
pale and dumb, a worn-out man, and his 
friend and physician respected his silence. 

‘*Will you come home and dine with me, 
Cheriton ?” said Dr. Davidson, as they crossed 
| the bridge. ‘*It may be pleasanter for you 
than the solitude of your own rooms,” 

**You are very good, No, I am not fit tor 
society—not even yours. I am deeply indebted 
to you—I feel that you are indeed my friend—- 
| and that you will do all that can be done to 
make that broken life yonder endurable.” 

‘*You may be sure of that. I would doas 
much were Mrs, Porter a nameless waif whom 
I had found by the road side; but as your 
trieznd she will have an unceasing interest for 
me. Shall you stay long enough in town to be 
| able tu spare time to go and see her at the 
| Grange?” 
| **No, I must go back to Dorsetshire to mor- 
| row. I doubt if I shall ever see her again. 
| Accept that fact as the strongest proof of my 
| confidence in you. Had I any doubt as to her 
treatmént I would see her from time to time, at 
| whatever cost of pain to myself.” 

‘There is nothing but pain, then, in your 

| present feeling about that poor lady?” 

‘* Nothing but pain.” 

** And yet—forgive me if I touch an old wound 
| —I think you must have loved her once.” 

The shadows were deepening, the lamps 
shone with faint yellow light upon the grey 

| stone parapet, and the interior of the carriage 
was very dark. Perhaps it was the darkness 
which emboldened Dr. Davidson to pusn his 
inquiry to this point. 

“You are right,” his friend answered, slow- 
ly ;” “I loved ner once.” 

The brougham stopped at his lordship’s door 
| in Victoria street, and then drove northwards 

with the physician. There was time for much 

serious reflection between Westminster and 

Welbeck street. 

‘*My new patient must. be carefully looked 
after,” mused the doctor, ‘‘ for I'm afraid there 
is more meaning in her self-accusation than 
there generally is in such cases, and that Sir 
Godfrey Carmichael’s murderer is now in my 
keeping.” 

The long August day passed very quietly at 
Milbrook Priory. Lady Cheriton arrived in the 
afternoon, and the three generations spent the 

| summer hours on the lawn, motherand daugh- 
j ter sitting at work under the tulip trees, 
grandson and uurse in that state of perpetual 
motion which is infancy’s only alternative 
with perpetual slumber. 





Theodore spent his afternoon in a somewhat | 


restless fashion, and appeared as if possessed 
by a rage of locomotion. He rambled about 
| the grounds, explored the shrubberies, and 
| every yard of the plantation that girdled the 
little park. He went to both lodges, 
talked to the caretaker at each. He made 
two different excursions to the village, on pre 


dered that way. He behaved like a member of 
the secret police who had been charged witha 


guardianship of the most precious life in the | 


land; and if his movements betrayed the 


the business-like tranquility of the profes- 


lacked in training and experience, 

It was on his return from his second saunter 
ing perambulation of the village that he found 
Lord Cheriton’s telegram waiting for him atthe 
| Priory. The relief that message brought was 
unspeakable, and his countenance showed the 
change in his feelings when he rejoined the 
two ladies on the lawn. 

‘*Something very pleasant must have hap- 
pense to you, Theodore,” said Juanita. ‘' You 
1ave been looking the picture of gloom all day, 


and now you are suddenly radian... Have you 


been talking to one of the Vicar's pretty | 


daughters?” 

“No, Juanita; neither of those wax-doli 
| beauties glorified my path. I heard 
treble voices on the other side of the holly- 
' hedge as I passed the Vicarage, ard I'm atrald 


and | 


sional, he made up in earnestness for what he | 











their | 


they were quarrelling. I have had good news 
from London.” 

“From my father?” 

“ Yes.” 

**Oh, Theodore, why do you torture me by 
hiding things from me? Something has hap- 
pened, I know.” 

‘* You will know all in a few vy Juanita, 
Thank God, a great fear that has haunted me 
for some time past is now at an end. I can 
look at you and your child without seeing the 
shadow of an enemy across your path.” 

She looked at him searchingly. 

* All this amounts to nothing,” she said, ‘I 
have never feared for myself or thought of my- 
self. Will my husband's death be avenged, 
and soon, soon, soon? That is the question.” 

‘*That is a question which you yourself may 
—— upon to answer—and very soon,” he 
said, 

He would say no more, in spite of her feverish 
eagerness, her impatient questionings. 

**T have changed my mind, Juanita,” he said 
presently. ‘I will not bore you with my com- 

any tillIam free to answer your questions. 

he motive for my presence in this house is at 
an end.” 

‘“*Is it? What has become of the suspicious 
characters my father talked about ?” 

‘*The danger has not come this way—as he 
feared it might.” 

‘*Stay,” she said. ‘* Whether there is danger 
or not = are going to stay. I will not be 
pares ast and loose with by any visitor. 

other likes to have you here, and baby likes 
you.” 

** Not so well a3 he likes Cuthbert Ramsay,” 
retorted Theodore, with almost involuntary 
bitterness. 

This time Juanita’s blush was an obvious 
fact. 

She walked away from her cousin indignantly. 

**You may go or stay, as you please,” she 
said ; and he stayed to be a footstool under her 
feet if she iiked—stayed with a*heart gnawed 
by jealousy, consumed by despair. 

** It is useless—hopeless beyond the common 
measure of hopelessness,” he told himself. “She 
never cared for me in the past, and she will 
never care for me in the future. I am doomed 
to stand for ever upon the same dull plane of 
affectionate indifference. If 1 were dangerously 
ill she would nurse me; if I were in difficulties 
she would load me with benefits ; if I were dead 
she would be sorry for me; but she is fonder of 
Ramsay, whom she has seen half adozen times 
in her life, than she will ever be of me.” 


Lord Cheriton returned to Dorsetshire on the 
following afternoon. He drove from Wareham 
to the Priory and had a long tete-a-tete with 
Theodore, in the garden, before dinner. 

‘* You have acted for my daughter through- 
out this miserable business,” he said, when he 
had told all that was to be told about Mrs. 
Porter's seclusion at Cheshunt. ‘She has con- 
fided in you more completely even than in me 
—her father, and I leave my cause in your 
hands. You must plead to the daughter for 
the erring father, whose sin has exercised a 
fatal influence upon her life. Win her forgive- 
ness for me—win her pity for that most unhappy 
woman, if you can. It is a difticult task which 
I entrust to you, Theodore, but I believe in 
your power to move that generous heart to 
mercy.” 

‘*You may believe in my devotion to you 
both,” said Theodore, and Lord Cheriton left 
the Priory without seeing his wife or his daugh- 
ter, who had gone to dress for dinner just be. 
fore his arrival, and who came to the draw- 
ing-room presently, expecting to find him there. 


Theodore explained his hasty departure as 


best he might. 

‘** Y our father drove over to speak to me upon 
a matter of business,” he said. ‘* He was tired 
, nial aaa and preferred going home to 

ine. 

‘*He was not ill, I hope?” cried Lady Cher- 
iton, with a look of alarm, 

** No, there is nothing amiss with him, except 
fatigue.’ 

Juanita looked at him 
question him, but the butler’s entrance to an- 
nounce dinner stopped her, and she told Theo- 
dore to give his arm to her mother, and fol- 
lowed them both to the dining-room. 


The meal was a mockery as far as two out of 
the three were concerned, Juanita was nerv- 
ous and ill at ease, impatient of the lengthy 
ceremonial. Theodore eat hardly anything, 
but kept up a slip-shod conversation with Lady 
Cheriton, talked about the grandchild s abnor- 
mal intelligence, and assured her in reply to 
her reiterated inquiries that her husband was 
nct iil, was not even looking ill, and that there 
was no reason for her to go back to the Chase 
that night, as she was disposed to do. 


Juanita rose abruptly before the grapes and 
peaches had been taken round. 

‘**Would you mind coming to my room at 
once, Theodore?” she said, ‘*I want half-an- 
hour’s talk with you about—business. You 
wiil excuse my leaving you, won't you, 
mother?” 

** My child, I shall be glad to get half-an-hour 
in the nursery. Boyle tells me that little ras- 
cal is never so lively as just before he settles 
down for the night.” 

Lady Cheriton went off in one direction, 
-uanita and Theodore in the other. 

The lamp was lighted in the study, on the 
table where rows of books told of the widow's 
s:udious solitude. 

Theodore glanced at the titles of these neatly- 
arranged volumes and saw that they were 
mostly upon scientific subjects. 

“I did not know that you were fond of sci- 
ence, Juanita?” he said. 

‘‘Tam not. I used tohateit. I amas ignor- 
ant asababy. I don’t believe I know any more 
about the moon than Juliet did when she 
accused it of inconstancy. Only when one 
comes to my age one ought to improve oneself, 
Godfrey will be asking me questions before I 
am mach older--and when he wants to know 


| whether the earth goes round the sun or the 


sur round the earth, I must be prepared to 
answer him.” 

She spoke rapidly, nervously, facing him in 
the soft clear lamp-light, with her hand upon 
the row of books, her eyes eager and question- 
ing. 

“You have seen my father, Theodore. Is 
the embargo removed ?” 

* It is.” 

‘*And you know who murdered 
band?” 

**So far as the assassin’s own confession is to 
be believed, yes.” 

‘** He has confessed—he is in prison—he will 
be hanged,” she cried, breathlessly. 

**The murderer has confessed—but 
prison--and will not be hanged—at 
trust not, in God's mercy.” 

‘*You are full of pity for a murderer, Theo- 
dore,” she cried bitterly. ‘‘ Have you no pity 
for my husband? Is his death to go unpunished? 


my hus- 


is not in 
least I 


excl on 0 | Is his life—the life that might have been as 
tence of making inquiries at the postoftice, but | 
in reality with the idea of meeting with, or | 
hearing of, Mrs. Porter, should she have wan- | 


long as it was happy—is that to count for 
nothing?” 

“It is to count for much, Juanita. Believe 
me, your husband is avenged. His death was 
a sacrifice to a broken heart and a disordered 


brain. The hand that killed him is the hand. of 


; | one who cannot be called to account—the hani 
nervous anxiety of the amateur, rather than | 


of a mad woman.” 

“A woman! ’ 

*Yes,a woman. The woman you have seen 
many a time as you passed in and out of Cheri 
ton Chase in your father's carriage by the west 
gate.” 

‘*Mrs. Porter?" 

” wee.” 

“Great God! why did she kill my husband?” 

** Because she was unhappy--because she had 
suffered until sorrow had obscured her intel- 
lect, till her life had become one long thirst to 
do evil—one hatred of youth and beauty, and 
innocent gladness like yours. She saw you in 
your wedded happiness, and she thought of a 
happiness which was once her own day dream 
—the hope and dream of patient, self-denying 
years, She struck at you through your hus- 
band. She struck at your father through you.” 

‘*My father!” What was he to her—except 
a friend and benefactor?” 


intently, eager to 





‘*He was once more than that to Avelyn 
Strangway.” 
““Strangway!” shrieked Juanita, clasping 


her hands. ‘Did 1 not tell you so from the 
first? It was the footstep of a Strangway that 
crept past our window, while we sat together 
in our happiness, without thought or fear of 
peril. {t was a Strangway who killed my hus. 
band. You told me that they were all dead 
and gone—that the race was extinct—that the 
people I feared were phantoms. I told you it 
was a Strangway who fired that shot, and you 
see my instinct was truer than your reason— 
and there was a Strangway at our gates— dis. 
guised—under.a false name—looking at us with 
smooth, hypocritical smiles—hoarding up the 
veoem - her wrath.” 

‘Unhappily your instinct hit upon the fa 
truth, The hatred of the Strang waye was a 
dead. One member of that family survived 
and cherished a more than common malignity 
against the race that had blotted out the old 
name.” 

*“ But my father, how had he provoked her 
hatred?” 

“He had once loved her, Juanita—many 
years ago—before he had ever seen your 
mother’s face. Evelyn S-rangway and he had 
been lovers— pledged to each other by a solemn 
promise. As a man of honor he should have 
kept that promise; there were stringent rea- 
sons that bound him. But he saw your 
mother and loved her, and broke with Evelyn 
Strangway—openly, with no unmanly deceit; 
but still chere was the broken promise, and 
that involved a deep wrong. He believed that 
wrong forgiven. He believed the more in her 
— because it was her earnest desire to 
ive unrecognized and unnoticed upon the 
estate where she was born. He could not 
fathom the depth of hatred in that warped 
nature. He did all that there was left for him 
to do—having taken his own course and entered 
upon a new and fairer life with the woman 
he loved—to make amends to the woman he 
had deserted. He never suspected the depth 
of her feelings—he never suspected the seeds 
of madness, with its ever present dangers, 
He did what in him lay to atone for the sin 
of his youth; but that sin found him out, 
Juanita, and it was his bitter lot to see his 
beloved daughter the innocent victim of his 
wrong-doing. He trusted me to tell you this, 
Juanita. He humbles himself in the dust le- 
fore you, stricken at the thought of your suf.- 
fering. He appeals through me to your love 
and to your pity. How am I to answer hii 
when I answer for you?” 

She was silent for some moments after he 
had asked this final question, her eyes fixed, 
her chest heaving with the stormy beating of 
her heart. 

‘** What has become of this woman—this piti- 
less devil?” she gasped. 

**She is in a madhouse.” 

‘Is no punishment to overtake her? Is she 
not to be tried for her life? Let them prove 
her mad, or let them find her guilty, and hang 
her—hang her—hang her! Her life for his! 
Her worn out remnant of wretched, disap. 
pointed days, for his bright young life, with all 
its promise and all its hope!” 

“It would be a poor revenge, Juanita, to take 
so poor a life. This unhappy woman is under 
restraint that will, in all probability, last till 
the day of herdeath. Her crime is known only 
to your father and tome. Were it to become 
known to others she would have to stand in 
the dock, and then the whole story would have 
to be told—the story of your father’s broken 
promise—of this woman's youth, bound so 
closely with his that to many it wou'd seem 
almost as if they stood side by side at the 
bar. Do you think that the fierce rapture of 
revenge could ever atone to you for having 
brought that shame upon your father’s de :lin 
ing years, Juanita !” 

**And my husband’s death is to go una 
venged ?” 

* Do you think there is no retribution in the 
slow agony of a shattered mind—the !cug 
blank days of old age in a lunatic asylum, the 
apathy of a half extinguished intellect varied 
by ftlashes of bitter memory. God help and 
pity such a criminal, for her punishment must 
be heavier than hemp and quicklime.” 

She seemed scarcely to hear him. She was 
walking up and down the room, her hands 
clenched, her brows contracted over the fixed 
eyes, 

“IT caught just one glimpse of her as we 
drove past; but that glimpse ought to have 
been enough,” she said. 

“‘T can see her face as we passed the lodze, 
looking out at us from the parlor window, 
within a few hours of my darling’s death a 
pale vindictive face—yes, vincictive. 1 ought 
to have understood; I ought to have taken 
warning, and guarded my beloved one from hie! 
murderous hate.” 

‘*What am I to say to your father, Juanita? 
I ought not toleave him longin doubt. Think 
what it is for a father to humiliate himself 
before his daughter—to sue for forgiveness.” 

“Oh, but he must not do that. [have nothing 
to forgive. How could he think that there 
could be such diabolical malignity in any human 
breast. How could he think that the wrong 
done by him would be revenged upon that 
innocent head? Oh, if she had gone a nearer 
way to revenge herself—if she had killed me, 
rather than him, It is such bitterness to know 
that my love brought him untimely death—that 
he might have been here now, happy, with long 
years of honor and content before him if he had 
chosen any other wife.” 

“It is hopeless to think of what might have 
been, Nita. Your husband was happy in your 
love—and not unhappy in his death. Such a 
fate is far better than the dull and slow decay 
which closes many a fortunate life —the inch by 
inch dissolution of a protracted old age—the 
gradual extinction of mind and feeling—the 
apathetic end. You must not talk as if your 
husband’s death was the extremity of misfor- 
tune.” 

**It was—for me. Can I forget what it was 
to lose him? On, there is no use in talking of 
my loss. I wanted to avenge his death. | 
have lived for that—and I am cheated of even 
that poor comfort.” 

‘* What shall I say to you: father?” 

‘*Say that I will do nothing to injure him 
or to distress my mother. I will remem)er 
that Iam their daughter, as well as Godfrey 8 
widow. Good night, Theodore. You have 
done your uttermost to help me. We cannot 
help it, either of us, if Fate was ageinst us.” 

She gave him her hand, very cold, but with 
the firm grasp of friendship. The very touch 
of that hand tola him he would never be more 
to her than a friend. Notsoisa woman's hand 
given when the impassioned heart goes with it. 

(To be Continued.) 








Change of Heart. 


First Female Advocate—What? Do you 
mear to say Mrs. De Sweet has resigned from 
the Woman’s Rights Sociéty, and says she has 
all the rights she wants? 

Second Female Advocate—-Just so. 

F, F. A.—Mercy me! What has happened ? 

S. F. A.—I'm sure I don't know. Johnny 
Have you seen Mrs, De Sweet lately ? 

Little Johnny—No, ma’am, but as I was pas- 
sin’ her house this mornin’ I sawd a furniture 
wagon s:op and unload a cradle. 

idetilaniaitiatnaiiinibahimeimamaen 
Nothing to Jamaica. 


Imaginative traveler—Fine country, Egypt: 
but what a heat! Oae day, near the Pyramids, 
I cooked some eggs in the sun, 

Unabashed native—Oh, that’s nothing to 
Jamaica. There we cook our eggs in the moon- 
light! 





————— - 


BEECHAM’S PILLS 


(THE CREAT ENCLISH REMEDY.) 


Cure BILLIOUS and 


Nervous 
Sick Headache. &c. 


OF ALI. DRUGGISTS. 
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The Boy Musician. 





He was a little fellow, only nine years old, 
and I was his music teacher. Dear little Karl, 
with bis small, thin face and great brown eyes ! 
He rarely joined the other boys at their games 
after school, but came instead up to my room 
to listen to my violin, and if I was tired, as I 
often was, for teaching music is tiresome work, 
he would sit on a low stool near the window, 
and pore over Ivanhoe, or, perhaps, The Tower 
of London; and sometimes the child would 
take his little violin, ard, standing before me, 
play the very saddest of his pieces, looking 
with his thin, peaked face and big eyes like 
some goblin-elf, weird and fantastic. ‘The day 
of my pupils’ annual concert was very near, 
and { was taking particular interest in 
the piece Karl was to play, for, the child 
had a wonderful talent for music, and 
a rare and delicate touch, but up to 
this time I had not given him any classical 
selections. He had only played sweet melo- 
dious Italian arias, and I had hard work to 
make him give up their calm beauty for the 
more rugged but far, far more beautiful Ger- 
man music. We were now at work on one of 
Schumann’s charming Kindersceuen, The Gob- 
lin. ‘* But, Herr Linder,” said Karl to me the 
first day I gave him a lesson init, ‘‘ but it isso 
dry, and there is no pretty melody in it, like 
the airs from Trovatore or Lucia. I know I 
can never play it; why, it’s just like scales!” 
‘*Shall I tell you a story about it, Ka 1?” I 
asked. ‘‘Oh! yes do!” replied the boy, ‘‘ and 
then I'll think of the story and try and tell it 
to people on my violin,” and the thin face 
sparkled and lighted up with sudden irtercst. 
*“ Well, Karl, once upon a time,’—to begin old- 
story fashion—‘‘there was a great knight 
called the Brave Knight Rupert who lived with 
his fair young wife in a grim old castle on the 
Rhine. He was the terror of all the wicked 
witches and gnomes who dwelt in water-caves 
end dungeons beneath the many ruins and 
towers that stand on the banks of the 
fair old river. But soon after his mar- 
riage Knight Rupert was called to the wars, 
and he set out bidding his weeping young 
wife to keep good heart and not to fear spirits 
or gnomes, and to open her castle gates to no 
man until she should hear him sing a favorite 
rondo which she well knew; so, with many 
tears and many kisses, he went forth and his 
lady shut herself up in a high turret and 
watched her lord with his retinue depart for 
foreign lands, Under the castle walls, below 
the moat, in a deep, dark cave there dwelt a 
gnome. A fearful goblin was he, and many a 
fair ‘dame and saucy maiden had he plunged 
with, into the silver waters of the Rhine; and 
there, it was said, he kept them despite them- 
selves, for he charmed them so with his fairy 
music, that they forgot home and kin and cared 
for nought, and saw beauty in no one, save 
this grim and hideous gnome. And now 
he resolved to win the fair bride of the 

hated Knight Rupert, and bear her away to 
his water cave and sing to her in his beauti- 
ful voice, and charm her soul and senses 
from her with his wizard music. One dark 
night as the beautiful lady sat in her turret, 
she heard from the depths of the moat, a 
strange and curious sound. <A deep rolling 
cadence of unearthly music ending ina shri!] 
mocking note. Again it rose and fell—nearer 
and nearer it came. Now the cry grew wilder 
and more plaintive, and seemed to the affright- 
ed lady to be ourside her chamber door and 
whispering to herself ‘“‘the gnome, the fearful 
gnome!” she shrank against the tapestry that 
lined the walls and listened breathlessly. And 
now arose a song, so beautiful, so plaintive, so 
divine, that the fair lady of Knight Rupert felt 
her very heart being drawn out of her body 
and her senses seemed abou: to leave her so 
powerful was the charm of that magic voice. 
Yet, hark ! he grows impatient ! hear that deep 
and angry note! he is not wont to be refused 
when he sings like that. Again! listen! Upon 
her ear falls the notes of her husband’s rondo! 
‘‘Open to me my love, my love!” sings the 
passionate voice. ‘“’Tis he!” she cries, ‘*’tis 
mine own knight!” and with one spring she 
flings wide her chamber door. Ach! Gott in 
Himmel! With a fierce ‘Ho! ho!” the gob- 
lin is upon her, catches her in his phantom 
arms and, ieaping from the casement, they 
vanish into the deep, dark waters. More than 
two centuries had passeé away, when one 
lovely moonlight night Schumann, the sweet 
German musician, was fioating in his little boat 
down the silver Rhine and suddenly he heard, 
breaking the solemn stillness of the night, the 
most beautiful and wonderful music coming up 
from the depths of the great river, and he be- 
thought himself of the old, old legend of the 
goblin and the lady. Enchanted, he waited and 
listened as wave on wave of entrancing melody 
was wafted to hisear, till at length the exquis- 
ite sounds died away among the hollow caves 
and iong-dried moats of ruined castles. On 
reaching home, he at once sat down at 
his instrument and tried to reproduce some of 
the beautiful phantom music, but all he could 
remember was the little Lied called The Goblin, 
which you are now learning, Karl, and there 
you have the whole legend—the gnome coming 
up with his chains clanking and his beautiful 
“mocking cry. Then comes the sweet, seduc- 
tive story, at the door of the lady’s chamber ; 
and, lastly, the wild ‘‘Ho! ho!” as they sink 
together beneath the waves, 
from the day I told the story, a new spirit 
came into the boy. He worked too hard I al- 
ost thought, and yet it was such wonderful 
music, too, for one of his years, that I could not 
help a thrill of pride when I thought of my 
favorite pupil bearing off the great silver medal, 
which was the prize for the best violin solo. 
The day of the concert came at last. Little 
l.arl was to play the seventh piece, and need I 
say that it was Schumann’s Goblin! I went 
down and stood by his side. His small, thin 


face was white as death; but the great 
eyes were brilliant with excitement. “I 
will win the medal, Herr,” he whispered 


to me, as I arranged the music on the stand. 
“Don't be nervous, Karl,” I answered. 
hink of the story, and tell it on your violin. 
w!” The boy began with the deep opening 
notes Of the Lied. At first he was slightly 
nervous, but at the third or fourth bar, I saw 

wild light break over his face, and, as I 
listened, I heard the legend of the Rhine told 
aS no tongue could ever tell it. Now, with 

ig-drawn sobbing notes, the exquisite music 
rose into the air and sank again with mocking 
cadence. And then came the last rush of the 
ascending scale until it ended ina wild shrill 
scream of triumph, and I seemed to see the 
gxoblin and his victim cleave the dark waters 
and disappear from view. Yes, J, the dry old 
Professor, lost all sight of what was passing 
round me until I was recalled by the clapping 
of hands and the storm of applause which 
greeted us, as I walked with my young pupil 
to the judge’s chair, there to receive the great 
silver medal, for little Karl had won! He 
knelt down, and the judge, a kind old man and 
himself a great musician, threw the silver cord 
Over the boy’s bowed head, saying ‘* Rise my 
son and take with you the prize you have so 
brilliantly and fairly won.” The boy did not 
move, I went forward hurriedly to raise him. 
He was dead. Ah little Karl! The child’s 


\ 


heart had broken with joy. KIr, 
aa ascents 
How the Queen Gives a State Concert and 
Ball. 


A gentle tap reminds us that it is half past 
nine; the gesete will be arriving at ten. So if 
you would tread the crimson carpet of the 
¢rand staircase, and exchange a word with the 
Yeomen of the Guard—more familiarly known 
as beef-eaters, who have just marched from St. 
James’ Palace, and are on duty to night—follow 

8, 

lhe staircases and corridors are simply beds 
of flowers, These only came in this morning, 
many of them being hired from the “ fiorists to 
Her ajesty,” whilst not a few came from the 
rs be gardens at Frogmore. They will all be 
taken away on the morrow. True, there are a 
few exotics and palms towering against the 
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The Impressionable Age. 





She—What ashame such a nice girl should accept the attentions of that dissipated, un- 


principled brute ! 


He— Until recently, you know, she would have nothing to do with him. 


She—And whv does she now ? 


He—She has recently discovered that he is really a dissipated, unprincipled brute, and the 


fascination is too much for her.— Life. 


marble pillars and bronze balustrade, but the 
majority of them are homely plants—the simple 
marguerite, geranium, and golden calceolaria. 

We hurry through the Fifty five room, so 
called because its walls are adorned with the 
pictures of notable personages and historical 
incidents all associated with that memorable 
period. What a neatly furnished apartment 
the Queen's household dining-room is! and we 


stay a moment to admire Frith’s picture of the | 


Marriage of the Prince of Wales and a master- 
piece by Sir Frederick Leighton, hanging in 
the corridor leading to the concert-hall, from 
which abut the supper-rooms, 

Two rooms are needed—one for substantial 
and the other for light refreshments. The 


tables, covered with white linen cloths, stretch | 
round three sides of the room where the candles | 
in the golden candelabra yet remain unlit. | 


The gold plate of the State, worth several mil- 
lion pounds, is literally piled around the room, 
theugh with an eye to effect, a wonderful 
center-piece, having in the midst of it a mag- 
nificent gold flagon taken from the Spanish 
Armada, exactly faces where the Prince and 
Princess will stand and eat. 

The crockery is all from the china closet of 
the Palace. Some of the plates are of white, 
with a delicate edging of gold and a crown in 
the center ; the cups and saucers are of a simi- 
lar pattern, stamped * V.R.I.”; whilst other 
plates are in green and gold, exquisitely painted 
with flowers. The tea and coffee urn are of 
pure gold. 

All the eatables have been made in the kit- 
chens of the palace and there is a homely 
flavor about the goodly sized slices of rich plum 
cake and biscuits. The lump sugar looks as 
though it had been chipped from the identical 
loaf which supplied our own sugar basins. 
Little boxes of chocolates ; bon-lbons in every 
color of gelatine ; hot-house peaches of such a 
size that three of them scarcely find room in 
their golden dish; pyramids built up of pines 
and grapes; apricots and strawberries are to 
be seen everywhere. 

Just at the end of the room and between the 
two doors is a piece of ornamental work, which 
may, before the evening is out, prove beneficial 
to those of tne company who are either faint 
or tired. It is a massive design in silver and 
gold by the late Prince Consort, and represents 
his favorite horse drinking by the side of a 
well. Acouple of bottles of Bau-de-Colegne or 
lavender water—which is the Queen’s favorite 
scent, by-the-bye—are poured in, when a foun- 








tain begins to play, and a rivulet of scent tlows 
down over golden rocks, making a little pool 
in which ladies may dip their pocket handker- 
chiefs, 


| four huge candelabra, each 


Now for the promised room around which so | 


much curiosity has a!ways been centered. Un- 
less you are acquainted with the secret entrance 
to Her Majesty’s robing-room, its presence 
would never be detected. That cheffonier 
against the wall contains the whole secret. 


Tnis piece of furniture in reality hides the door | 


and completely covers it up, the key is turned, 
and the cheffonier opens out with it. 

It is a peep into fairy land. The room is 
delightfully perfumed, and being but dimly 
lighted—-for the Prince and Princess, who will 
use this room to-night, have not yet arrived— 
its charm is the greater. Every picture is an 
enamei; the armchairs, with their gilded sup- 
ports, are of a pattern recalling the days when 
good King Arthur reigned; the cabinet is the 
choicest in the palace, and on a table in the 
corner rest a couple of bouquets composed of 
the rarest roses, and almost hidden beneath a 
wealth of maiden-hair fern. 

But look at the farend of the room. Itisa 
garden of fragrant tlowers, with, to all appear- 
ance, the summer's sun shining upon the blos- 
soms. This beautiful effect is produced by a 

owerful electric light fixed above, but not seen. 

he background is of blue and white silk, 
pleated into a half-crescent. 

The guests are arriving, though it wants an 
hour before the Royal party are expected. We, 
too, hurry away to the concert room, and the 
sight of the band and chorus singers—for many 
have already taken up their places—prompts 
inquiry. : 

‘The Queen has her own private band, consist- 
ing of thirty-two members, These gentlemen 
receive a yearly salary, but when they are not 
wanted at Court, they are at liberty to play at 
concerts or give lessons, Their services are at 
the disposal of Her Majesty, who often hasthem 
at Windsor and Osborne, when all traveling 
expenses are paid. Ludwig Strauss is the 
principal violin. 

They appear ina special uniform ; swallow- 
tail coats, white waistcoats, knee-breeches, and 
black silk stockings. The collars of their coats 
are of Coburg blue, the same blue as worn at 
the Court of Coburg, though you will notice 
the conductor has a black velvet collar. A 
word about the conductor, 

His real title is the Master of the Music, and 
it is interesting to note that amongst all the 
ofticers of Her Majesty’s household there are 
only four masters—of the Buck hounds, the 
Horse, the Household and the Music. Mr. W. 
G, Cusins has held the position since 1870. He 
has the selection of the pieces to be played, 
and consults the artistes as to what they desire 
to sing. They usually suggest two or three 
pieces, 

Then he must submit his programme to the 
Queen, who, when necessary, makes an altera- 
tion in pencil. Some of the pieces decided 
upon by Her Majesty have such rapid and 
elaborate movements for the violin that few 
men can finger all the notes. The Master of 
the Music must also forward to the Queena 
dozen of the programmes when printed, 

These programmes are exceedingly pretty, 
and are of three kinds: a plain sheet, with the 
coat of arms stamped in red, for the use of the 
choir and instrumentalists; a double sheet, 
fringed with lace, with the Royal arms and 
shield in gold, red, and blue, for those invited ; 
whilst that used by Royalty is similar to the 
last described, only the lionis in gold and the 
unicorn in silver, and the two top corners have 
an impression of ation and crown. The print- 
ing is purple. 

The band on these occasions is increased to 
sixty-five members; those not of the private 
band, together with the choir of about forty, 
all wear white waistcoats. 


ones of a few amateurs in the choir, are | 
pa 


d, an instrumentalist receiving just double 
the amount he would 
cert at St. James’ Hall. 

The pay of the solo singers has undergone a 


if playing at a con- 


All, with the ex- | 


| alwayscontain this splendidapartment. Years 
; ago the concerts used to be given in the Bow 





gramme. 


company, when the Lord Chamberlain is de- 


grammes whatever are 
always opens with a quadrille, danced in double | 


dances in the course of the evening than any 
other, for the Prince is still fond of the dance, 


years ago. 
ered one ofthe best of partners for a waltz. 


in connection with these great entertainments 
of State emanates from the oftice of the Lord 
Chamberlain. 
from thence—the list of which is always re- 
vised by the Queen 
invitations ; rather commands to attend. 


beyond a doubt that anybody properly dressed 
and of good bearing would have little difficulty | 
in entering Buckingham Palace on these nights 
and mingling with the dancers or listening to 
the music in the corridors. 
nounced, whereas when Her Majesty gives a 
garden party the name of the one invited is 
called out four times. 


tian boy, Bobby, of course ? 


Wattles isa Christian boy and I wouldn’t like 
to be like him. 


lick him. 





A Comp 
Chemically so combined as to resemble most closely the 
Mother's Milk. 
making it the most economical and convenient preparation 
in the market, berides doing away with the difficulty and 
| uncertainty of obtaining pure milk of a suitable and uni- 
form quality. 


It is especiaily adapted as a Summer Diet for Infante. 


change since the days of the great Mario, who 
never received more than twenty guineas for 
singing at a State concert. The fee now ranges 
from twenty-five to eighty guineas, the latter 
being paid to a prima donna in the foremost 
ranks. ‘The solo artistes, together with the 
Master of the Music, sit down to supper at the 
conclusion of the concert, whilst the band and 
chorus sup in the steward's room. 

Half-past ten. In a quarter of an hour the 
Royal party will have arrived, Just glance 
round the room. Buckingham Palace did not 


Rocm, not large enough to hold all the guests, 
so they sat in the adjoining corridors and 
listened tothe music. But the Prince Consort 
had this buiit, and himself designed the organ. 

Its floor is composed of hundreds of squares 
of wood—oak, walnut, and mahogany. It is } 
covered with crimson carpet to night, but on 
ball nights the beauty of the tloor is seen. 
The sides of the room are of stamped crimson | 
silk, relieved with white and gold panellings. 

The windows are particularly noticeable, for | 
few are aware that one side of the room has 
only imitation ones; but this cannot be detected 
at night. All the windows are of cut glass in 
the shape of huge stars, behind which are placed 
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electric lights. Spaces are left behind those 
sheets of glass which are let into the wall in 
order to match the real windows opposite, and 
when the lights are lit behind it is impossible to 
distinguish the difference. Twenty-one electric 
chandeiiers are suspended from the roof, and 
bearing twenty 
lights, are arranged on either side of the room. 

On the raised dais at the far end the Royal 
Family will sit ; the arm-chair and footstool are | 
intended for the use of the Princess of Wales; | 
the chairs behind are for the lords and ladies- 
in- waiting. 

There is a sudden hush ; everybody rises ; the 
band plays God Save the Queen; the Princess | 
leads the way, being bowed in by the great 
officers of State; the Royal Family take their | 
seats; the Lord Chamberlain presents each in | 
turn with a programme, and finally places the 
little velvet footstool in position for the Prin- | 
cess—the concert begins. ‘There is no ap- 
plause, though when the Princess is particu. | 
larly pleased she beats her fan on her pro- | 
The concert at an end, the whole of 
the National Anthem is then sung, and the 
Royal procession go into the supper room, fo!- | 
lowed by the company, who all stand round | 
the tables. 

A similar scene is enacted on the occasion of 


a State ball, though the National Anthem is 


played no fewer than four times then—when 
ever Royalty enters or leaves a room; the 


dancing going or from eleven to two, with an 


interval at half-past twelve for suy per. 
There is a portion of the room specially re | 
served for the Royal family, on to which no 


other feet may wander, uniess the Priuces or 


Princesses desire to dance with any of the 


spatched to ‘‘command” the one so honored ; 
to follow him to the Royal space. No pro- 
used, and the ball 


sets of sixteen ; indeed, there are more square 


though he does not waltz so much asa few 
His Royal Highness was consid- 


All the Royal family are good dancers. 
It should be mentioned that all of the work 


The invitations are sent out 


or, rather, they are barely 


The elaborate card is not given up, and it is 


No names are an 


London Tid-Bits. 


Ge 


Disadvantages of Christianity. 
Auntie—I suppose you are a good little Chris- | 


Bobby (dubiously)— Well, Idon’ know. Willie 


Auntie—What’s the matter with Willie? 
Bobby— Every boy half his age in schoo] can 


—————— | 
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ound of Milk, Wheat and Sugar 





It requires only water in preparation, thus 


It is recommended by the highest medical authorities. 


Samples on application to 
THOS. LEEMING 4&4 (O., Montreal. 


THE PRETTY SISTER OF JOSE— By Frances Hodg- 





Housecleaning Time. 


LADIES | 
LOOK HERE! 


What do you want 
better than PHENIX 
LESSIVE to assist 
you in this laborious 
work? 


For any cleaning purpose it has 
no equal, Buy only the imported 
article, with address of manufac- 
turer on every package, 


i Piet 


PARIS, FRANCE. 





GURNEY’S SYSTEM 


OF 


“With your Hot Water Heater | am 
able to get through on half the coal | 
did when using stoves and grates. 


“G. G. McPHERSON.” 


THE EF. & C. GURNEY CO., Toronto 





| A Consignment ot 
A iS Brief Bags 








Delivered prices, C. O. D., viz.: 
13 Crates, $2; 6 Crates, SL; 3 Crates, 60 cents 
Send post card or call at VUILL & HARVIE'S, 20 
Sheppard Street. Telephone No. 170. 


FINE ENGLISH WOKSTED PANTS 


Made to order and got up in first-class 
style 


FOR $5.00 


Fit and Workmanship Guaranteed 


TEMPLE OF FASHION 
569 Queen Street West---New No. 


SOCIETY REGALIAS 


Faney Ball Costumes 
Art Needle Work and Supplies 


Together with every description of Faney- 
Work Goods, Stamping, ete. 


Gold & Silver Fringes Laces, Cords, Tassels, ete. 


W. C. MORRISON’S 


161 King Street West 
NEW ISSUES 


The Red Letter Series of Seleet Fiction 


son Burcett.. cae ; 25e. 
MEHALAH— By 8S. Baring Gould............... . 400 
LIGRTFLY LOST—Rv Hawley Smart cients 30c. 


Canadian Cepyright Editions 





THE TORONTO NEWS COMPANY 


PUBLISHERS’ AGENTS 





$< 


! 
| 


| Newest Designs. 


PICNIC 
CASES 


Either Fitted Complete or 
Plain 


ard 


Hat Boxes 


Just Received 


= HBCLARKEG C0. 


1€5 Kirg St. West 








KINDLING WOOD J . W. Cheeseworth 


TAILOR AND DRAPER 
106 St. West 


SPECIAL LINES 


King 


Nerges, Lawn Tennis and Summer Suitings 
Also a large assortment 


Cheviot and Worsted Trouserings 
"THE 


CHAN, ROGERS & SONS C0. 


LIMITED 
LATE OF R. HAY & CO. 


‘Fancy and Staple 


FURNITURE 


Moderate Prices 


95 and 97 Yonge Street 
FACTORY MACDONELL SQUARE 





REMINGTON STANDARD TYPEWRITER 


Its Durability and ease of manipulation are 
admitted. Recent speed tests have proven it to 
be the fastest writing machine in the world. 
If interested, send for full report 
GEO. BENGOUGH, 36 King Street East 


J. YOUNG 


LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 
TELEPHONE 679. 


THE 
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SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 


trated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers. | 
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Cynics. 





The world is becoming very cynical, espec- 
ially the world of society. Among the “plain 
people” there are yet many who retain toa 
touching degree a faith in human nature, and 
a disposition to take those about them at their 
face value until they learn something to the 
contrary. Very young people, as a rule, are 
also equally confiding, and apt to believe in the 
wisdom and goodness of their elders. But the 
tendency of cultivated humanity nowadays is 
decidedly towards a cynical view of life. The 
novels and poems which we read, the personal 
gossip of the journals, the current talk of the 
street and the drawing-room—all those influ- 
ences which far more than schooling or ser- 
mons contribute to form our opinions, breathe 
an air of cynicism. 
very few exceptions, still believe in virtue and 
morality—in the abstract. 
the tone of 


prevails in many qsarters, any real faith 


in the sincerity or good intentions of our fellows | 


is almost a thing of the past. Does A givea 
thousand dollars toa church or a benevolent 


society 7—of course it is to advertise his busi- | 


ness, or to win applause, or from some other 
sordid motive. Orif B writes to the newspa- 
pers in favor of some needed reform, it is taken 
for granted that he is looking for municipal or 
political honors, or has some scheme to work 
for his personal benefit. C does a kindly act— 
relieves a distressed family, p:rhaps, and goes 
on his way without saying anything about it. 
** Ah,” says the cynic, “just like him, that’s 
his cunning. Oh, he’s a deep one, he is. He 
knew it was bound to get out, and that he’d 
get the credit of it.” It is a censorious age, 
and nobody need expect, no matter how un- 


selfish his motives, to have any other than a} 


self-seeking purpose attributed to his action. 


No doubt the spread of education and the | 
freedom of the press, which not merely un- | 


sparingly exposes men’s actions, but seeks to 


disclose the hidden springs of motive are} 
responsible for the cynical temper which so | 


Formerly the public took 
everything on trust—accepted men and insti- 
tutions blindly instead of weighing their 
merits. Now, the swing of the pendulum has 
gone to the other extreme and keen and vigi 
lant criticism of everything has bred a spirit 
which believes in nothing and nobody. Much 
of the cynicism of the day is evidently affected. 
It is a fashion rather than a conviction—and is 
often belied by the conduct of its professors. 
Frequently men who sneer at morality and 
scout philanthropy and concern for the wel- 
fare of others as weakness, are personally ex- 
emplary in their lives and ready to do a kind 
By a curious 


largely prevails. 


action when opportunity offers. 
kind of inverted hypocrisy many profess them- 
selves cynics and disclaim anything but self- 
interested motives who are, nevertheless, fairly 
generous and good-hearted in their social rela- 


tions, 





Have an Aim in Life 





Every young man and woman before going 
out into the world should have a well-detined 
a set purpose and plan of exis 
Half 


the shipwrecked and ruined lives, the mistakes 


aim in view 
tence by which to regulate their course. 


and failures, are due to the careless, hand-to- 
mouth way of living of those who are content 
if they can get along fairly comfortably from 
day to day and leave the future to take care of 
itself. The successful men, whether in the 
waiks of business or public 


accomplishment, are for the most part the men 


affairs or scientific 


of fixed purpose who for years have had an 
ideal before them which they have diligently 
striven to attain. Those whose policy it is to 
emulate Micawber and “‘ wait for something to 
turn up” usually wait in vain. Chances for 
fame and fortune do turn up very unexpectedly 
sometimes of course, but the easy-going, shift 
less people seldom seize che opportunity when 
It is the 
witted man who depends least upon such un 


looked for turns in the wheel of fortune, who 


it presents itself, alert, quick 


is usually the most prompt to realize them 
should they appear. A good deal of fun has 
been made ar the alleged ambition cherished 
by every clever American boy to be President 
before he dies, but the fault is on the right 
side. It is far better even to be controlled by 
a wild ambition of this kind, so long as it does 
not seek gravification by dishonorable means, 
than to sink into apathy under the firm convic 
tion that you can never be anybody or accomp 
lish anything. A high and noble purpose in 
life, though it never approaches reaiization, is 
a& great 
which beset young people. 


safeguard against the temptations 
The youth who 
means to write the great book, to lead ‘‘the 
party of the future,’ 
by the discovery of same great scientific truth 
is far less likely to fall into vicious courses than 
the ordinary run of young men who care 
present enjoyment. Even the 
object of amassing wealth though not of itself 
by any means a lofty one, is better than no 
purpose at all, It at least serves to quicken 
and stimulate the intellectual faculties, and to | 
encourage self-denial and application. It is 
very rarely that a man without a purpose accom 
plishes anything for himself or others. He 
lacks the incentive which springs from ambi- 
tion—and in the keerness of the struggle for 
existence is crowded to the wall by competitors 
originally, perhaps, no stronger or abler than 
himself, but nerved to more strenuous efforts by 
the goal kept steadily in view. 


to immortalize his name 


merely for 


We all, with perhaps a | 


But judging from 
conversation which habitually | 


TORONTO 





In the dog days we have no music, except 
that of the bands at the Island and in the 
parks, and consequently there is little current 
music to speak of. All who have heard the 
music of the bands will have noticed the im- 
| mense improvement in their playing over their 
performances of last year. Our City Council, 
though not usually imbued with a very strong 
sense of the artistic, have done music a con- 
siderable service in arranging for these park 
concerts, besides affording a delightful recrea- 
tion for the masses. The wisdom of giving 
some of these programmes in the after- 
noon is proved by the smiles of hap- 
piness and content to be seen on the 
weary and drawn faces of the mothers, 
and by the pleased and happy gambols of the 
little ones. In many cases the half holiday is 
enjoyed by the father of the family as well, 
who might otherwise be spending both time 
and money in much more questionable manner. 
* 


The benefit of the cause of music is not in- 
considerable, for if the newspapers are conned, 
it will be seen that many of these bands find 
their principal occupation in playing at these 
free concerts. In their cases there is in 
| these concerts a reason for continuous 
practice during the summer months, and 
| more than this, there is a healthy and whole- 
| some stimulant to emulation which will soon 
result in a degree of excellence in our bands 
that will be as pleasing to the citizens at 
large as it will be creditable to the bandsmen. 
| We are perhaps a little too much given to be- 
littling the artistic impulses of our city fathers, 
but I can assure my readers that when less than 
| two years ago the great city of Boston—the hub 
of intellectuality and «stheticism in the western 
hemisphere—-voted $3,000 for a season’s public 
band playing, the papers of that city patted 
each other upon the back and, like Little Jack 
| Horner in the nursery rhyme, said: ‘‘ What a 
| good city are we !” 





o 

The ambitious city of Puffalo, which has just 
completed a census enumerating 255,000 souls 
| within its limits, has one solitary band playing 
semi-oceasionally in its one great park. This 
| being the case, we in Toronto may reasonably 
| be proud of the public spirit which gives us 
| free and- good music at least three evenings 


| in the week. While many of the bands 
| thus playing give us such good music, 
it is but just to  particularize the fine 


playing of the Queen’s Own Band at 
| the {sland under Mr. Bayley, although this is 
| the result of private enterprise. Still every one 
| who chooses to gc to the sand bar and expose 
himself to the grinding vulgarities of the 
fakirs there may hear the band with the same 
freedom he would exercise in paying a street 
car fare to hear a band in a distant park, so 
| that practically its concerts are free and public. 
* 

All this is still further evidence of the fact 
that Toronto is becoming the musical center of 
the Dominion. In addition to this, I find on 

| enquiry that a number of yj rofessional people 
from outside points are spending the summer 
in the city, and gathering knowledge in 
their departments of labor. The Con- 
servatory ani College as well as_ the 
private teachers who remain in town report 
very satisfactory attendance at the summer 


term, and the students speak in warm terms | 


of the benefits they are experiencing. This 
sort of thing will grow, and it will not be long 
before the best work done in Toronto to ad- 
vance the cause of music in the Province, will 
be done in the summer season, because those 
who study then are ripe and anxious to learn, 
and come here charged with an enthusiasm 
which will inspire even the tired teachers. 
* 

The season next year will be a brilliant 
one. It is dawning on our’ managers 
that music and comic opera are the load- 
stones that will draw the masses into the 
theaters and music hails. In New York to-day 
there are five comic operas running, while only 
two theaters are devoted to dramatic subjects. 
So it will be here. Our own societies are gird- 
ing their loins for the fray, and I am betraying 
no secrets when I say that theirown work will 
during the coming winter surpass all their 
previous efforts. We want one or two additions 
We want an energetic and cap- 
able amateur operatic society. For this we 
have already the machinery and the talent in 
the Harmony Club, from which we may expect 
good things this season, since its really credit 
able and encouraging effort last winter in the 
Pirates of Penzance. Allit wants is for its 
committee to push in good earnest, and com 
a good opera, a live 
conductor, and an irrepressible stage manager. 


to the roster, 


bine the three essentials: 


Some of these factors are on hand; the others 
secured, Another 
There is so much beautiful music 
written for such voices that is practically a 


must be want is men’s 


choruses, 


sealed book to us Torontoniars, and that only 
needs a body of performers to make it the 
most enjoyable and popular branch of musical 
endeavor that can be placed before the public. 
A little energy in this direction would produce 
the most charming, as well as the most suc 


cessful results, 
+ 


The new Academy of Music is roofed in, and 
will be opened, according to present calcula 
tions, by the first of October. Many sugges. 
tions that have been made since the building 
was started have been adopted in the hope of 
making the place unquestionably attractive, 
retarded the work. 
Mr. Thompson ha; finally decided on a seating 
capacity of 1500 opera chairs, 19 and 20 inches 
wide, ensuring comfortable seats, and making 
Numerous 
musical combinations have been engaged, as 
well as a fine exhibition of paintings from 
New York, Paris, Spain, as well as Canadian 
works of art. Mt TRONOME, 


and this has somewhat 


each seat *‘the best in the house.” 


~- — 


Youthful Sympathy. 


Robby (in an audible whisper)—Mamma! 

Mamma— Well, dear! 

Robby— Why don’t his mother get him a rub- 
ber ring to bite on instead of making him cut 
his teeth on that hard, bone-handled cane? 


| pressions of ideal delicacies, bu‘, heretofore, 
| had they not come undressed and with a sinack 


| had redecked the waxen virgin in achapel in 


The Drama. 


Though there is little in these days of blazing 
sun and sultry atmosphere to tempt one’s 
thoughts in the direction of things theatrical, 
nevertheless preparations for the approach- 
ing season are being pushed on by enterprising 
managers with a vigor utterly incompatible 
with the present standing of the elusive quick- 
silver. Mr. O. B. Sheppard, of the Grand 
opera house, who for some time past has been 
taking life easy in rural solitudes, dreaming of 
triumphs and big runs yet to be, and occasion- 
ally pursuing “the finny tribe that dwellin pools 
the fisher knows right well,” with such success 
ashe alone can properly narrate, has returned to 
town and is busily engaged in attending to the 
fitting up of his theater for the opening which 
is now not far distant. The history of Toron- 
to’s theaters for many years past embraces 
some of the most illustrious names in 
modern theatrical annals. This indicates that 
the Toronto public has always been well ca- 
tered to in this line, and also that it has been 
able to fully appreciate the highest forms of 
dramatic art. With the growth of the city we 
may expect a larger influx of the best compa- 
nies on the road, and there is little doubt 
that the coming season will be one of 
the most brilliant Toronto has yet seen. 
The Grand Opera House will stay with its 
old reputation in dramatic exhibitions and 
probably go it one better, while our musical 
friends will find a more suitable place than 
they have yet had to enjoy their favorite art in 
the new music hall on King street. It will 
be under the management of Mr. Percival T. 
Greene, and within its walls will doubtless be 
heard during the coming winter many of the 
finest musical attractions America can furnish. 

° 

Mrs. Frances Hodgson Burnett's new play of 

Phyllis is a failure. 





* 
Maurice B. Pike is Rose Coghlan’s comedian 


and new stage manager. 
o 


Christine Nilsson has recovered from her re- 


cent illness, but has become deaf. 
. 


Newton Beers’ great spectacular representa- 
tion Enoch Arden failed in Chicago last week. 


* 
Gilbert & Sullivan are at work upon a new 
comic opera dealing with sixteenth century 
* fads.” 


Charles A. Watkins, Ada Gray’s husband 
and manager, is said to be slowly dyingina 
hospital. 


. 


Handsome Gladys Rankin, daughter of Mc- 
Kee Rankin and Kitty Blanchard, was recently 


married to Sydney Drew. 
. 


The story which has been going the rounds 
of the press relating to Mary Anderson’s in- 
sanity proves to be a “‘ fake.” 


as 
The London Gaiety Company in ‘‘ Faust Up 
to Date,” has been engaged by Henry E. Abbey 


to fill Mary Anderson's time in New York. 
j *. 





Perrugini has been engaged by Henry E. 
Abbey to sing Romeo to Patti’s Juliet. Perru- 
gini is an old Toronto boy who was known 
here as John Chatterson. 


* 
Shakespeare s Tempest has been presented us 
| agrand ballet at the Paris Opera House with 
| marked success, owing to its wonderful scenic 


and mechanical effects. 
- 


Among the grandmothers now on the stage 
| are Modjeska, Sara Bernhardt, Elien Terry, 
Lydia Thompson, Mrs. John Drew, Rose 
Eytinge, Louise Eldridge and Mrs. W. J. Flor- 
ence, 


* 
Theatrical business has become so bad in 
| Paris, owing to the attractiveness of the Expo- 
sition, that the managers have reduced the 


| prices of seats in the hope of thereby increasing | 


| their patronage. 


. 
In asmall theater at the close of the act the 
| curtain did not drop the whole length but re- 
| mained suspended half way. Stretched out on 
the stage lay a solitary dead man. As all en- 
deavors to lower the curtain failed, the “corpse” 
at length got up, said in sepulchral tones, *‘ No 
rest even in the grave!” and went ard dragged 

the curtain to the floor. 

° 
Stephen Kemble used to relate how he once 
played to an audience of one. 
the night was taken by a sailor who had just 
come into port with plenty of money, and for it 
he paid the sum of £30 with the express stipu- 
lation that nobody but himself should be pres- 
ent. He also insisted that the play should be 
Henry the Fourth. ‘ Let me have the old boy 
with the round forecastle, built like a Dutch | 

lugger, and lurching like a Spanish galoon ina 

heavy sea. Give me Sir John Falstaff.” The | 
performance passed off very satisfactorily. 
The sailor dictated what music should be 
played for the overture, sat through the play, 
cheering vociferously at Sir John, and went 
away highly satisfied without waiting for the | 


afterpiece. 
7 


A writer in the Theater writes of Letty Lind 
the English dancer as follows: ‘‘ At no time 
had I conceived the delight of watching the 
movements of a danseuse attired so as to veil 
her Circean charms. Besides, had I not seen 
Bonfanti, in that superficial skin lustrous from 
a bath of garden-dew, with hair that shone like | 
a tiara crusted with chrisolites, defying mod- 
esty on tip-toe. But Letty Lind served me 
with none of these gimeracks of distraction. 

It was in truth, with the air of one who is 
about to relish an intercourse with grace and 
all the other properties beautiful and occult in 
Art, that Ientered a certain theatre for the 
fourth time tolook at Lotty Lind—sweet Fleur 
de Lis, | 

In a ballet may be defined art, poetry, and 
prayer even, by symbols that enable us to cast 
aside the flesh like some well-worn garment. 
True, that I had frequently enjoyed these ex- 


of shamelessness? It was then as if someone 


which things consecrated had be:n stripped 
when Letty Lind pirouetted for us in her skirts 
as light as summer clouds; others had danced 
under the necessity of a license, that which 





SATURDAY NIGHT. 


The house for | 


permits a barbarous display of limb and wan- 
tonness silk-deep. In Letty Lind my Phryne, 
now buried like sone favorite perfume of old, 
has become a sprightly Vesta. 

Clergymen, with their wonted orthodox 
method of bewildering individuals that prefer 
theaters to churches, have repeated their un- 
authorized condemnation of the muslin saucer 
to greet at last the innovation of Letty Lind. 
Leo and Huxley may now be seated in the 
same stall, Talmage and McGlynn, Capel and 
Ingersoll. 

Letty Lind, for thase of our readers that are 
at sea as to the achievaments that iustify so 
florid an account of her ability, is the young 
woman that, during the engagements of George 
Edwardes’ Burlesque Company in this country, 
intrgduced the idea of dancing in skirts. She 
was at one time a member of Charles Wynd- 
ham’s Company. Refined, graceful, unaffected 
and lovable, she will always find a haven wher- 


ever she may be. 
acme 


Wanted to See Joseph’s Wife. 


The humors of a [Lancashire audience were 
recently exemplified at the meeting which Mr. 
Chamberlain addressed at Bacup. Mr. Cham- 
berlain was accompanied by Mrs, Chamberlain, 
and much interest was of course taken in the 
American bride. Every one of the speakers 
who preceded Mr. Chamberlain referred to 
Mrs. Chamberlain’s presence, and expressed 
the belief that her coming to England was evi- 
dence of the growing attachment between the 
peoples of that country and America. Sir 
Joseph Lee was proceeding in this strain of 
homage to Mrs, Chamberlain, when he was in- 
terrupted by a man with a dialect at the back 
of the hall who inquired, ‘‘ Which is her?” 
The question was pertinent, because there 
were a number of ladies on the platform, and 
the audience were anxious to identify the one 
who had been the object of so much compli- 
ment. The homely but independent manner 
in which it was propounded, however, caused 
much amusement. Mrs. Chamberlain herself 
appieciated the joke, and, at Mr. Chamber- 
lain’s suggestion, she rose and bowed her ac- 
knowledgments, 











He Formerly Preached In Cuba. 


Western Preacher (who is being pelted with 
pears, apples and oranges by the cowboys)— 
Hold on, this is getting ausgespielt. Hit me 
with a banana or two for a change. 





All She Asked of Him. 


“And you say you would die for me, 
George?” 

‘Die for you? Yes, a thousand deaths!” 

** You are a noble man, George.” 

‘* My darling, you don’t know me yet.” 

** Well, dearest, Ido not wish you to die for 
me, but I will tell you what you can do for me 
to show your affection.” 

‘*What is it, my darling? Shall I pluck the 
stars from the cerulean dome? Shall I say to 
the sea, ‘Ha, ha! cease to flow, for my love 
wills it’? Shall I tell yon bright and inconstant 
moon that is glinting the hill-tops with her 
light that she must not shine on thy face too 
roughly? Ha!” 

“No, George, no,” she smilingly said. ‘‘I do 
not wish you to attempt such impossibilities. 
All I ask of you is this—” 

* Yes, my darling.” 

“All I ask of you is this—don’t call here 
again!’ 


—_—~S. ee 


Knocked Out. 


‘There were two men got in a fight in front 
| of the store to-day,” said one of Austin’s fore- 
most merchants at supper, ‘‘and I tell you 
it looked pretty tough for one of them. The 
bigger one he grabbed a cart-stake and drew 
it back. I thought sure he was going to knock 
| the other's brains out, and jumped in between 
them.” 

The family had listened with wrapt attention 
and as the head paused in his narrative, the 
young heir, whose respect for his father’s 
bravery was immeasurable, proudly remarked : 

‘*He couldn't knock any brains out of you, 
| could he, father?” 

The head of the family gazed long and earn- 
estly at the heir, as if to detect evidences of a 
| dawning humorist, but as the youth continued | 

with great innocence to munch his fourth tart, 
| he gasped and resumed his supper.—7'evras 
| Siftings. 











An Australian Courtship. 


‘*How did you manage to win her affections 
| soquickly, Dan? The recipe’s worth knowing,” 

“Oh, that was simple enough,” replied he. 
‘*The first night that I arrived at the lodging 
house in Auckland I fouud myself sitting next 
to a young woman at supper, who I soon found 
was one of the newly-arrived emigrants. I 
looked her over, and saw she was a round, 
strong, cheery-looking less, with a Jaughing 
| face, and thought she’d do. I didn’t know how 
0 go foolin’ around her (as I am certain you 
would have done, sir; no offence to you,) but 
| just spoke a word or two with her, and when 
out in the passage gave her a squeeze and a 
kiss, - she, * How dare you?’ 

‘Says I, ‘I want to marry you, my dear.’ 

‘***Marry me!’ cries she, laughing ; ‘why, I 
don’t know you.’ 

‘**No more do I you, my dear,’ says I, ‘so 
that makes it all fair and equal.’ | 

‘She didn’t know how to put a clapper on | 
thet, so she only laughed, and said she couldn’t 
think of it. 

** Not think of it,’ says I, artful like, ‘not 
when you have come all these thousands of 
mies for the purpose ?’ | 

‘** What do you mean ?' says she, staring. 

***Come now,’ says I,* don't tellme. I know 
what's what. When a man immigrationizes 
it’s to get work; when a woman immigration- 
izes its to get married. You may as well do it 





| at once.’ 


“Well, she giggled a bit, and we were spliced 
two days afterwards.” 
~~ —_ 


A Hen-Pecked Man. 


Mrs. Manly (to visitor)—It is an outrage the 
way people talk. Everybody says that I bull- 
doze my husband so that he is afraid to say 
that his soul is his own. It’s an infamous lie. 
Just ask my husband himself. Charles, my 
dear, come here ! 

Charles (in the next room)—I haven’t got 
time right now, my dear. | 

** Are you coming, Charles, or are you not?” 


**I'm coming, Matilda, as fast as I can.” 


- ++ — 


An Equivocal Compliment. | 
Biggs—Did you notice, Driggs, what the | 
Howler said of my last speech ? | 
Driggs—No, what was it? 
‘* Why, that in it I showed myself a Samson 
of debate.” | 
‘‘H-m-m, I see. Samson was the fellow whu 
slew his enemies with the jaw-bone of an ass.” 


_— - --¢ — 


After Some Years 
Mrs. Footlights—See here, Garrick, you will 
have to try to make a living for yourself. I 
can no longer support you on my salary. 
Mr. Footlights (dolefully)—Ah, if the good 
old days were only back again, when you made 
five hundred dollars a month asa child actress. 


—__—-—- oe 


Bright Prospects. 


Visiting Friend—How are you and your hus- 
band coming on? 

Mrs, Hopeful—O, he is a model husband! 
There is no species of vice from which he has 
not sworn off several times. I feel very much 
encouraged. 


er eeensteeeneee 














The Beautiful Land of the Dead. 


For Saturday Night. 


By the hut of the peasant where poverty weeps, 
Aid the palace where royalty dines, 
Down over the cradle where infancy sleeps, 
And up where strong statesmanship shines ; 
There closely impinges a ‘‘garden of loves,” 
Where never a tear-drop is shed, 
And the flowers ever bloom mid the cooing of doves— 
’Tis the Jand of the sanctified dead. 


The people who dwell in that land of delight, 
Mid its music, and sunshine, and mirth, 

Are the ones who were true unto God and the right 
In the weariso. e, sorrowful earth ; 

And each as they come—in His favor restored— 
To fountains of gladness are led, 

And live in the light of the smile of the Lord, 
In the beautiful land of the dead. 


In vision, the rapt ‘ Son of I ido, the Seer” 
Saw the streets of ‘‘ the City of Truth,” 

And all the fair pavements translucent appear 
As the play-ground of beautiful }outh : 


Th? children are there, with their laughter and sony,” 


Not a charm that enrobed them hath fle‘, 
But fairer, and sweeter, and brighter, they throng 
In the land of the glorified dead. 


Ev’ry pulse-throb of mine, there's a heart beating leas 
A spirit that panted for peace 

And pined to be free from the pains thst oppress, 
Hath found an eternal release. 

And we, by the grace of our Master, shall come 
Where the Palms of Eternity spread, 

And join the immortal ones safely at home 
In the ‘‘ Beautiful Land f the Dead.” 

The Elms, Toronto. 








The Muinister’s Daughter. 





In the Minister’s morning sermon, 
He told of the primal fall, 

And how henceforth the wrath cf God 
Rested on each and all. 


And how of Ais will and pleasure, 
All souls, save a chosen few, 

Were doomed to eterna) torture, 
And held in the way thereto. 


Yet never, by Faith's unreason, 
A saintlier soul wes tried, 

And never the harsh old lesson 
A tenderer heart belied 


And after the painful service, 
On that pleasant, bright first day, 
He walked w.th his little daughter 
Thro’ the apple b'oom of May. 


S veet in the fresh green meadow 
Sparrow and blackbird sung ; 
bove him their tinted petals 
The blosscming orchard hung 


Around, on the wonderful glory, 
The minister looked and smiled ; 
** How good is the Lord, who gi-es us 
These gifts from His hand, my child. 


‘* Behold in the bloom of apples, 
And the violets in the sw.rd, 
A hint of the old lost beauty 
Of the Garden cf the Lord.” 


Then upspake the little maiden, 
Treading on snow and pink, 
*‘Oh, father! these pretty blossoms 

Are very wicked I think. 


** Had there been no Garden of Eden, 
There had never been a fall, 
And if never a tree had blossomed, 
God would have loved us all.” 


** Hush, child!” the father answered, 
‘* By His decree man fell ; 
His ways are in clouds and darkness, 
But He doe.h all things well 


** And whether by His ordaining 
To us cometh good or ill, 
Joy or pain, or light or shadow, 
We must fear and love Him still.” 


“Oh, I fear Him!” said the daughter, 
‘And I try to love Him, too; 
But I wish he were kind and gentle, 
Kind and loving as you.’ 


The minister groaned in spirit, 
As the tren:ulous lips of pain, 

And wide, wet eyes uplifted, 
Questioned his owa in vain. 


Bowing his head, he pondered 
The words of his little one. 

Had he erred in his life-long teachings, 
Had he wrong to his Master done ? 


To what grim and dreadful idol 
Had he lent the holiest na ne 

1 id his own heart, loving and human, 
The God of his worship shame 


Anilo! from the bloom and greenness, 
From the tender skies above, 

And the face of his little daughter, 
He read a lesson of love. 


No more as the cloudy terror, 
Of Sinai’s mount of law, 

But as Christ in the Syrian lilies 
The vision of God he saw. 


And as when, in the clefts of Horeb, 
Of old was His presence known, 
The dread, ineffable glory 
Was infinite goodness alone. 


Thereafter his hearers noted 
In his prayers a tenderer strain, 
And never the message of hatred 
3urned on his lips again. 


And the scotti-g tongue was prayerful, 
And the blinded eyes found sight, 
And hearts, as flint aforetime, 
Grew soft in his warmth and light. 
Joux G WHittike 


The Romance of a Button. 





He was about to say adieu, 

Was thinking of some word to flatter, 
When from his overcoat there fl:w 

A button with a dismal clatter. 


He blushed, but she with woman's tact, 
As if she saw a good joke in it, 

Cried, laughingly, ‘‘ There ! now, I'll cet 
Your tailor’s part for just a minute.” 


He doff -d the coat and watched her thread 
The needle with her head low bending. 
** Now, do you know,” he softly eaid, 
** T have an awful lot of mending ’ 


‘* A bachelor, we'll say, like me, 
Is at the mercy of his tailor. 
And then there’s something else, you see 
(At this he turned a trifle paler). 


‘My heart needs mending much, I fear ; 
Do you suppose that you could do it?” 

** Well, I dent know.” she mused, ‘‘ but, dear, 
I'll give my whole attention to it.” 














L. A. Morrisoy 
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. TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 





————— : —_ - 
Noted People. 


p. T. Barnum is going to take his entire 
show across the water to exhibit in London the 
-eatest show on earth. 

A publishing house in London has offered 
William E. Gladstone a large sum if he will 
write a political romance. He has declined the 


offer. 

Ruskin has presented the Cork High School 
for Girls with a case of rare and costly minerals, 
stones and gems, and also with eighteen of his 
original drawings to the Stones of Venice. 


It is said that the Princess Louise of Wales, 
married to Lord Fife a week ago, is beginning 
to suffee from deafness—the infirmity with 
which her mother has long oeen afflicted. 





g 
gi 


Mrs. Spurgeon, the wife of the noted Baptist 
preacher, is a confirmed invalid, and has been 
for many years. Yet she is the founder of two 
important charities in London, the book fund 
and the pastors’ aid fund, 


The Queen of Roumania has just written a 
play which is to be translated into English. It 
deals cleverly with a national subject, which 
is treated in a half romantic, half allegorical 
manner. 

Iix- Empress Eugenie has few companions at 
Farnbo rough, and those have accepted the mel- 
ancholy austerities of her life. Her establish- 
ment is modest ; the stables contain but a small 
number of horses, including the ponies she 
drives herself; four or five carriages stand in 
the coach house with the imperial escutcheon 
and crown emblazoned on the panels. 


Marshal MacMahon, now in his 81st year, is 
as fresh as a bov and has never had yet from a 
natural cause a day’s illness in his life. All the 
experience of illness that he has had arose from 
wounds. His complection retains its freshness 
and he has still a noble erect carriage. The 
Marshal in speaking of his health, said: “I 
owe it to my Irish blood. The Irish are the 
hardiest people on the face of the earth.” 


The roll of years is beginning to tell on Mrs, 
Emua D, E, N. Southworth, the famous story 
writer. She is now 72 years of age, and al- 
though still bright and active, requires con- 
stant attention, owing to defective eyesight. 
The authoress lives in Yonkers, at the home of 
her son, who has a lucrative medical practice. 
Her regular yearly income is $10,000, and with 
this and the royalties on her many books, she 
is able to live comfortably. 


Mrs. Alma-Tadema, it is said, took the palm | 


at the recent drawing-room in the art and 
science of the devising of a really novel and 
beautiful court gown. Her dress was a golden 
color, with Empire features, the petticoat of 
white crepe de chene embroidered most ex- 
guisitely. Instead of the usual jeweled orna- 
ments she wore a wonderful necklace of fine 
gold, many yards in length, wound round and | 
round her fair throat., 


A writer, just now sojourning in Tarrytown, 
gives a passing tribute to its well known 
‘Two ladies glided along the shaded 
The elder was a slender 


poetess : 


street toward me, 


silence with 
birds,” in full swing. I meant tha silence of hu- 


To the Woods. 


“Tt was the time when water-lilies blow 
And clouds are highest up in air.” 

So high there is not one visible—even that pro- 
verbial one the breadth of a man’s hand—to 
temper for us the hot rays of this August sun. 
I fancy before it is ten o'clock mesdemoiselles, 
you will be very grateful to me for having 
coaxed you to set out upon our quest while 
still the early morning was 





‘Clothing the palpable and the familiar 
With golden exhalations of the dawn.” 

What a quaint look of strangeness our 
friends’ houses — smokeless, silent, and be- 
shuttered—take on as we pass along the 
deserted streets where our footfalls make the 
only echoes. I never find myself out in-the 
clear still light, the fragrant silence of 
early morning, that I do not feel witha pang 
the sudden consciousness of all the delightful 
hours I might have enjoyed, but have let go 
by forever. Of course I should not have said 
such a chorus of “leaf-hid 





manity ; nature is never silent ; and now that 
we are leaving the unmusical twitterings of 


these overhanging boughs, but we must not 
wait ; the spot I told you of is just beyond that 
bend, a few more strokes will bring us to 
‘* Those virgin lilies, all the night 
Bathing their beauties in the lake, 
That they may rise more fresh and bright, 
When their beloved sun’s awake.” 

Look! g'rls, look; did I promise you too 
much? And see, down through the water, the 
number of closed buds slowly growing up to 
take the place of these. 

But let us hurry and gather them, for we 
have a long row back, and entre nous, that 
handful of crackers was far from satisfactory, 
and I, for one, am very hungry. D. B. 





Bass Lake (Muskoka). 





For Saturday Night. 


rows, behind, we have achance to enjoy the 
pleasant carollings of our native singers. 


a bird row of some kind going on in that or 
chard, Let us wait a little and see. Look! 
look! over in that corner, near the barn—there 


pair of great frightened red-crested wood- 
peckers before him. How they scream—and 
yet one of their big white and black bodies 
would make two of his little brown one. See 
how he flirts that 

c~ white-barred tail of 

t f \ his in vainglorious 

triumph; you’d 
think he felt he had 
\ a prescriptive right 


4 VY Ae! to the fruits of civi- 

\ | . ~ lization and looked 

aoe VWI’ upon these forest 
“AS Vic) birds as poachers. 


\ { But it is simply a matter of 
\ pugnacity on his part. I have 

) seen him chase many another 

bird. even the kingfisher, 

and he certainly could 

not want the fish, What 
quantities of hare-bells there are about 
here! And did you ever see anything more 
beautifully blue? 
however, till we are coming back. We have 
quite a long row before us, and they will be 
just so much the fresher to take home. How 
beautiful 
silver ribbon 


HAREBELL 


thrown over the land’s soft 
its still waters. Now then, ‘ All aboard!” 
Who takes bow oars? Take care, there. Oh! 
to gather those flowers. Yes, are not they 
pretty? Arrowheads, you know; with their 
spikes of ivory white flowers gleaming among 
the tall, bright leaves, from whose shape they 
take their name. Not so long ago this plant 





woman in black. At herside walked a lily-like 


girl with short blonde curls, and a marvellous 


was considered a sure cure for hydrophobia. 


Listen, girls! what a cry of distress! There's 


they go, a wretched little king bird drivinga 


Don't let us gather them, | 


the river looks from here !—like a | 


green, and with just a hint of mist yet lying on | 


those garrulous impostors, the English spar- 


| 


| 


Locked by its steeps fir-crowned 
Within the country of the north, there lies 
A heron-haunted lake, where seldom sound 
Di:turbs the virgin air, save when the sighs 
Of gentle pine trees breathe their wind-taught sonz 
Throughout the hours, in cadence lore and long 


Their chanting floats and falls 
Scft as the murmurs purlir g in a shel! 
That sings of far-cff seas—whcse cup enthralis 
The voice of many deeps where waters swel! 
To everlasting song, and evermore 
An echo pearl enclosed repea‘s it o’e. 


Among these wilds treads not 
The foot of fashion, all the littleness 
Of soc ial living dies away forgot, 
And scorned by him who seeks this wilJerness 
For majesty that lies so far beyond 
The pale of culture, and its trivial bond. 


Upon this rugged shore 
The camper’s red log-fire is aglow, 
He, who so treasures wood and water lore, 
While fortunss could not purchase nor bestow 
The purity with which the night endows 
His sleep upon his bed of cedar boughs. 


No rose-leaf coueh in his, 

He spurns the s9-ca'led cuiture that retines 
Field blossoms to exotics—sweeter is 

The fragrance of those mighty forest pines, 
The littleness of language seems the flower, 
The firs are s:lence, grandeur, soul and power. 


Their pulses never die 
Thro’ wide-eyed day or drowsy-lidded night, 
When lonely herons flying lakeward cry, 
And some far loon laughs answer in her flight, 
O! Northern waters where the muses sing 
Of poesy—the poet here is king. 
E. Paving JOUNsoy. 





| | 
complexion shaded by a poke bonnet. She | What a number of yellow pond-lilies. Ugly! | 
was dresse1 in white, a string of pearls en- Oh, how can you say so? As they lie there 
circled her throat. After they bad passed a/on_ their widespreading, shining leaves, | 
workman said in answer to my inquiry, ‘That | with a background of tall rushes, they | 
is Minna Irving and her mother.’” look like balls of gold, and when you 

examine them closely, see how exquisitely 


In a recent articie onthe Empress Dowager 
of China, the London Spectator spoke of the 
Empress as ‘ta lady probably with crippled 
feet.” This was a misapprehension. The 
Mantchus, of which race comes the reigning 
dynasty of China, do not cripple the feet of 
women ; therefore, the ladies of the Im- 
perial family are not, and never have been, 
to this degrading and demoralizing | 


their 


subject 


they are clouded with a deep, rich maroon 


color. Widely different as they seem from 


| their many-petalled white cousins the variance 


is only apparent ; the many-petals are here, all | 


these insignificant little square topped things 
enclosed within the four 
great yellow sepals. A\ 
There are, however, very > 4 i 
beautiful yellow water lilies \ Mev 


 - 


at 





| always preferred being alone until 





Time, Persons, Miss 


“the living present.” 
Maud Lovell and Mr. Harry Spooner, in 
the latter's canoe, halfa-mile or so from 


shore. Maud is fullof carefully concealed 

fears of aspill; Harry, of perfectly patent | 

adoration of her. 

Maud (apprehensively)—Have you ever been | 
capsized ? 

Harry (without reflection)—Oh, yes: lots of | 
times. (Bethinking himself.) That is, I mean 
never; or, at least, not when 1 had passengers. | 

Maud—Didn’t you say just now that this is | 
the first time you’ve asked any one to go out 
with you? 

Harry (heedlessiy ardent) 


Indeed, yes! I 
until now. 
Maud (adhering to the point)—Then you have | 
never had any passengers ? 
Harry— N-No. 
Maud (ina Q. E. D. tone)—Ah, I thought so! 
Harry (thinking opportunity favorable)— 


| What need you fear when with me—when with | 


| one who would gladly give his life—— 


: : alg 1» 
practice. It is the Chinese proper, the sub- : : Rew fill 
: of just the shape and size of RP! 
ject and not the conquering race, who torture ; ; a\ Nui) 
: : ‘ our white ones, growing pro- ~ \AWAY 
and maim their women, no’ SS at Ve 
fusely about Jacksonsville in ey ! 
N/A ae 


The rumor that at one time it was intended 
that the Princess Louise of Wales should 
marry the Duke of Portland has only a slight 
teaven of truth init. The young duke was, of 
course, one of the best par/is in Europe, and a 
man whom the Princess of Wales would gladly 
have welcomed as a son-in-law ? but when His 
Grace was sounded on the matter more than a 
ago, he very plainly and decidedly ex- 
pressed ffis opinion that a man should follow | 
heart in matters matrim: nial, and 
furthermore, that ke personally had no inten- 
tion of aspiring to the hand of a Princess of | 
the blood. 


year 


his own 


No one can accus? the Swedish Princes of 

forming too scrupulously to the etiquette | 
hat is supposed to hedge in the actions of 
toyalties, It seems only the other day that | 
*rince Oscar married his sister-in-law’s maid | 


I 
] 
of honor, at Bournemouth, and now comes the | 
that his brother, Prince Eugene, the 
genius of the family, who for some time has 
been throwing himself, heart and soul, into the 
Study of painting, has just become engaged to 
Hier Royal Highness the Princess Kalukani of 
Hayti. The Princess, who, although a rather 
dark brunette, is a woman of singular beauty, 
attractive manners, and considerable 
intellectual power, is at present in Paris,where 
she made the acquaintance of Prince Eugene. 


hews 


most 


I was recently sitting in Mark Twain's home | 
in Hartford, says a writer in the New York 
Graphic, waiting for the humorist to return 
from his daily walk. Suddenly sounds of de- 
Votional singing came in through the open 
Window from the direction of the outer conser- 
The singing was low, yet the sad 
tremor in the voice seemed to give it special 
carrying power. ‘You have quite a devo- 
tional domestic,” I said to a member of the 
family who came in shortly afterward, ‘‘ That | 
is not a domestic who is singing,” was the | 
answer, “Step to this window and look in | 
the conservatory and see for yourself.” I did 
So: There, sitting alone on one of the rustic 
beneies in the flower house, was a small, 
elderly lady, Keeping time with the first 
linger of her right hand, as if with a baton, 
She was slightly swaying her frail body as she 
Sang, softly yet sweetly, Charles Wesley's 
hymn, Jesus Lover of My Soul, and Sarah 
Flower Adams’ Nearer, My God, to Thee. But 
the singer was not a domestic. It was Harriet 
Beecher Stowe! There sat the once brilliant 
Authoress like a child crooning a favorite air. 


Vatory, 










Florida. Indeed, asouthern / ™ 
lady told me they are to be \Y, 
found all through not only : 
Florida, but most of tre Lh 
Southern States, even as far : 
north as the Delaware River 
in Maryland. They looked 
wonderfully gorgeous 
amongst that luxuriant 


\ a 
= / 

v 
mY) 


| least lurch may turn bottom side up! 


Oh, dear, oh, dear, oh, dear! 
And, of all places in the 


Maud (aside) 
He’s going to speak! 


| world, in this horrid, wobbling thing, that the 


One } 
might as well make a declaration ona tight | 
rope over Niagara Falls ! 

Harry—I fear vou think me presumptuous—— 

Maud (aside) No, not at all; but so dread- | 
fully tidgety! Why cin’t he propose quietly? 
Every time he clasps his handsin that agonized | 
way, we only just miss going over! 

Harry—But if you knew mv sufferings ! 


southern vegetation, but | Mand (aside)—And if you knew mine! Oh. 

they had not for me half the how he makes us rock when ke sighs ! 

charm of our own exquisite ARROWHEAD Harry (growing desperate)— And you sit 
| there—— 


“ River queen, 
Crowning the depths as with the light serene, 
Of a pure heart.” 
I have seen the lovely pink-tinted ones that 
grow in Muskoka, but I suppose they are the 
same as those about Cape Cod and Falmouth 
in Massachusetts. You can’t imagine any- 


| thing lovelier; sometimes the deep rose color 


almost verges on crimson. 

No; they are not exactly the same as the 
Egyptian Lotus though very nearly related, 
the latter being a Nelumbo. and ours a Nym- 
phwa—a name it owes to the old Greeks, who 
dedicated it to the water nymphs. The water 
nymphs and their worshippers are gone for 
many and many a century, while the lilies 
float as serenely on the streams of Thessaly as 


| they did two thousand years ago. 


But the Lotus of the Nile blooms no longer 
on the Sacred River. The great white Nym 
phiea grows freely onit and all its tributaries; 
but though the mystic flower that once crowned 
the priestesses of Isis, is to be found in Cnina 
and Japan, in India, in Australia, in the 
Malayan Archipelago—has even shown a will- 
ingness to tind a home on our American waters 

the land where it was old before the pyramids | 
were thought of, knows it no more. And 
what a charm a landscape loses in its loss, | 
The many-petalled, rose-flushed beautiful 
blossoms, many measuring ten inches across, 
that reared their proud heads often six or 
eight feet above the surface of the water, and | 
the great leaves as big as four of ours, that 
looked iike bowls ot bronze lined with emerald. 
Do you wonder men should have held them 
sacred to their gods? 

Hush! we have startled that kingfisher. | 
How pretty he looks as he sweeps low over the | 
shadowed water, the burnished blue and black 
of his body just revealed as he passes through | 
the bars of sunlight. There, did you see the 
tlash of his white breast as he turned into the 
thicket? It is very, very pleasant here urder |! 





Maud (aside) —Tt’s all I can do, though, when 
you bounce about so! 





Harry (wildiy)—Caien, cool. unconcerned 
Maud (aside) — Any thing wut tuat. 
Harry—Alo'iontess | 
Maud (aside )—One of us must be, if we hope | 


to see land again. 
Harry (sinking down) 
Maud (aside)—And 


Ialmost lose hope 


you'll completely lose 


your balance, if you don’t mind, 


Harry (in great excitement)—But, neverthe 


less, I will risk my happiness—— 


Maud (aside)— And our lives! Goodness! ! 
We took in a bucketful that time ! 
Harry—And ask if you love me? 


Maud (aside)—Oh, what shall Ido? If I say 


“Yes” (as I always intended), he’ll instantly 


seize me in his arms, and then, souse we go 


into the water. 
to the dear felow, even 
But—— 


permitted to do that again. 
we're still above water. 


to keep him quiet and this wretched craft right 
side up until we can get ashore again. (Aloud.) 
| Mr. Spooner 


that ! 





And I really can't say ‘‘ No’ 
to save a capsize, 


Harry (despairingly throwing himself back) 
-No answer ! 

Maud (aside)—Oh ! But he mustn't be 
It’s a miracle that 
Ill temporize a little 


coquette—lie—anything, anything 


Ah! 


hesitate 


Harry (violently starting up)-Don’t call me 


Maud (aside) —Everything—silence or speech 
—seems to agitate him; and, worse, makes | 





| the State Sion 








A Mistake in the Genus. 


| Judge. 





then! 
Harry (much excited)—She calls me Harry ! 


| 
| 





won't again, if it 

I truly 
we were gone. (Aloud.) This issosudden—so 
unexpected, that I hardly know what to say. 
We are both very young—— 

(Harry half rises to his feet in protest.) 

Maud (aside) 
to me, 
will! (Aloud.) I scarcely feel that I—— 

Harry (tearing his hair).—She’s going to re- 
fuse ! 

Maud (aside).—Not in case that is a specimen 
of the way you'd receive the announcement. 
How passionate he is. and how he does thrash 
around! No girl who couldn’t swim would be 
likelv to refuse him--until she got ashore. 
(Aloud.) 
Harry. 


i cer'ainly 
causes such plunges as that, 


Maud (aside) 


him agitate the canoe. (Aloud,) Well, Harry, 


thought | 


~And doomed to die so, it looks | 
He ll be through the bottom, indeed he ! 


| 
(Wick) has over 200 members, and two (Canis- 
! 


You misunderstand me, Mr. Sp— | 


Harry (demonstratively).—Then you accept | 


me! 
Maud (aside).—--Mercy on me! 
emotions take the form of spasms? 


Do all his 


(Aloud.) | 


Please paddle back to the pier; and on the way | 
| I will consider my answer. 


Harry (gloomily).—Very well. (Paddles in 


silence.) 


Maud the 


(aside)—I'm saved! Evidently 


feeling of suspense is the sole one that doesn’t | 


react upon his muscular system. Half way in, 
already. Poor boy, how anxious he looks! He 
fears [il throw him over, when it’s only that I 
want to prevent his doingthe same to me. But 
afew rods more. Suppose I speak? One little 
word would entirely reverse his feelings—yes, 


and the canoe, likewise! No, I'll wait. Twenty | 


yards—fifteen—ten—and here we are! Not a 
soul in sight, either! 


(Harry assists her ashore, following himself.) 


Maud (aside)—Thank the stars! Now he | 
may be as convulsive as he likes. (Aloud) 
Well, ye-es, Harry ——dear Harry! 


Harry (somewhat later)—Do you know, dar! 
ing, that by your conduct in the canoe, you 
quite upset me? 

Maud (very tenderly)—Yes; 


but you don't 


| know how often you almost upset me, dear !— 


Manley H. Pike in Puck. 


+ o— 


Empty Kirks and Big Stipends 





Now that disestablishment of the Church of | 


Scotland has come within the area of practical 
politics—and come, too, at the very best time 
for the Liberal party in Scotland—it may not 
be uninteresting to know the position which 
holds in some of the northern 
counties. One of the most frequent claims put 
forth for the Established Church, is that it is 
the church of the poor. If that be so in the 
Highlands, the pcor must be few and far be- 
tween, at least in the three synods and the ten 
presbyteries whose statistics are cited below. 
No traveling agents of the Liberation Society 
got up these statistics, nor are they the result 


| of a church census inaugurated by a Radical 


newspaper, and carried out by Radical enume- 
rators. On thecontrary, they are official, taken 
from The Book of the Church of Scotland (Year 
Book), 1889, and covered by the Nec Tamen Con 


| sumebatur, and the Burning Bush, and by two 
' little Scotch thistles that dance attendance one 


on either side of the bush. 

I dare say there are a good many of your | 
readers who do not know what a presbytery is, 
ora Synod, or evena Kirk Session, and who 
would fairly lose their way in a discussion on | 
tiends, cr fiars’ prices, or glebes. Fortunately 
for my purpose it is not necessary to go int« 
any Jengthened or exhaustive explanation cf | 

i 





, Mr. Cloodup (at Fire Island)— You've got the biggesh cheek of any coon I ever sheen. Jesh 
| cause I forgot t’ fee yer for bringin’ me zhat tough steak f' breakfash, you swim out after it.— 


technicalities. Put very roughly, yet truth- 

fully, a presbytery in a group of congregations, 

and a Synod a group of presbyteries. I pro- 
| pose to deal with three Synods—those of Ross, 
| of Sutherland and Caithness, and of Glenelg. 
| In the Synod of Ross there are three preaby: 
| teries—those of Chanonry, of Dingwall, and of 
| Tain. Chanonry has eight congregations, Their 
| membership and the stipends paid to their 





| ministers are as under : 
| Congregation Membership. 
Avoch pees eswaleue 88 
| CPORMATES ... 60.5000 52 peevecsoees 
| a Gaelic.. On a 6eK es a. = 
| POTN... svsacescese 14 147 
| Kilearnan.... « & iw 205 
Knockbain : o- O51 ’ ‘ , 291 
| tesolis.. : ) Seveesusees 244 
| Rosemarkie . van 35 ‘ scvcee S00 
The same proportions hold fairly true for the 


presbytery of Dingwall. The largest of its 
congregations is that of Dingwall itself, where 
there is a membership of 134, and the smallest 
is Carnoch, where the Rev. John McDougall 
ministers to a flock consisting of three individ- 
uals, One of these is no doubt the precentor, 
and unless that individual does church officer's 
duty, a second must be the beadle. Rev. Dr. 
Mackenzie, the minister of Urquhart and Logie 
Webster, has a stipend of £317 tor ministering 
to twenty-eight members! ‘Tarbat, a charge 
under the presbytery of Tain, has two ministers 
to twenty-five people. 

The presbyteries of the Synod of Sutherland 
and Caithness are three in number, and con- 
sist of thirty congregation. Of these, one 


bay and Thurso) between 100 and 200. These 
that follow have fewer than thirty members. 
Yet are not their clergymen underpaid. 


Stipend. 
#190 


Congregation. 
Assynt 
Kildonan.. 21 21 
Lairg oo ee 12 
Loth ; 24 169 
Rogart 2 ; 
DOOGE . ciccccusseccce 8 152 
Durness course 14 3 
Eddrachillis 1 165 
Tarr ae l 2 
Kinlochberrie aS 12 
Strathy 12t 
Tongue 2 2008 
Berriedale . lo 1 
Halkirk 28 252 
Latheron ‘ s 0) 
Lybster 21 
Olrig.. q 236 
Watteo lj 222 

Thus, for attending to the spiritual require 

ments of 336 members, no less asum than £3 314 

is paid! One of the three Presbyteries which 

compose the Synod of Sutherland and Caith- 
ness— Tongue has six congregations —their 
aggregate membership is eighty, The biggest 
stipend paid in that presbytery is in the case of 

Tarr, where the minister has £220 for preach- 

ing toa handful of fifteen members. 

The Synod of Glenelg has four presbyteries— 
Lochearron, Skye, Uist, and Lewis; and oualy 
in one instance out of thirty-five the 
membership exceed a hundred. Take these as 
a sample of single-tigure congregations : 


Membership. 
2] 


aoes 





vers! Stir 


(ongregation Mem ik 


Gairloch 
Shieldaig 
Hallin in-Waterni-h 
Bernera 
Ba ras 
Cross 
Knock 
Lochs 
Car‘owa 
I leave the figures to speak for themselves, 
with the observation that they are not accepted 
as accurate by the Dissenters of Scotland. I 
do not say they are inaccurate—I give them as 


ofticial. Corre spondence Pall Mall Gazette. 
Studying Human Nature. 
Smyth—What's your boy doing now-a-days 


Edgerton? 
Edgerton—Oh, I've set him tostudyi 
nature. 
Ah! 


nghuman 


traveling about the world, I presume, 


picking up experience in the mad rush for 
existence.” ; 
‘*No, you're wrong. I've set him to work 


picking up five dollars a week in the mad rush 


; of a dry goods store.” 


e 2+ 
And She Meant It. 

He (enthusiastically)--I love everything that 
is grand, beautiful, poetic and lovely. I love 
the peerless, the serene and the perfect in lif 

She— How you must love me, darling; why 
did you not propose before ? 


There's Many a True Word Spoken in Jest. 





Outraged Ostrich—So you're the sucker I've been laying for! 


Puck. 
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Lord. Elwyn’s Daughter 


OUR “FAMILY HERALD” SERIES. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

Lucille was better. The fever had left her ; 
she had slept soundly for several consecutive 
nights ; she had eaten manifold boiled soles and 
numerous wings of pheasants ; and more than 
adozen champagne bottles had found their 
way into her sick-room. On this day she was 
to get up and be carried for the first time into 
her aunt’s morning room. 

There had certainly been no pretence about 
her malady in the first instance. She had been 
genuinely and seriously ill; the shock of her 
uncle’s terrible death—the awful spectacle that 
she had witnessed—his gasping curses, his de- 
lirious ravings, and the frightful sadness of his 
end—had quite unhinged her mind and flung 
her for some days into a brain fever ; but, when 
she began to recover, she feigned to be ill a 
good deal Jonger than she could be actually 
said to be so; and her convalescence lasted 
longer than it need have done. 

Lucille wanted to gain time. So long as she 
was shut up in her bed-room, with her maid as 
her sole attendant and the doctor as her only 
visitor, no inconvenient and distressing ques- 
tions were likely to be put to her. The longer 
the period of time that elapsed between her 
uncle’s death and her reappearance in daily 
life, the better chance there would be for the 
events of the evening of his death to become 
forgotten. Lucille did not want to be cross- 
questioned about those events. 

It was true enough that she had pretty well 
known that to give a man very ill with disease 
of the heart a mental shock such as she pro- 
posed to give her uncle was to run the almost 
certain risk of shortening his life—and Lucille 
had meant to shorten his life; what she had 
not intended to do was to bringit tosucha 
very sudden termination. She had intended 
Lord Elwyn to die of the results of her com- 
munication; but she had not intended him to 
die so soon. She had intended him to alter 
his will first—to cut nis daughter's name out 
of it and insert her own in its place—and then, 
when that righteous deed was accomplished, 
to die quietly and naturally in his bed, so that 
no one should have thought there was any- 
thing strange or unforeseen about it. But Lord 
Elwyn had provokingly upset all these clever 
calculations, and had chosen to die in a fit of 
raving delirium quite half an hour before it 
was convenient and rational that he should 
die: and the will had consequently remained 
unaltered. 

Lucille was specially anxious that nobody 
should discover the fact that previously to her 
fetching Mr. Williams out of the morning- 
room and taking him up to her uncle's room, 
she had sat forten minutes or more quite alone 
by her uncle’s bedside. If that came to be 
known, would not some connection be certainly 
made between that visit and the poor man’s 
violent and sudden end? Would it not be very 
naturally said that something in that interview 
must have occurred to agitate and produce in 
him that con¢ition of violent excitement which 
the doctors had specially bidden his attendants 
to beware of ? 

The only person who could say anything 
about this interview of Lucille’s with her uncle 
was Mrs. Hyam. She alone knew that Lucille 
had been left alone for some time in her uncle's 
bedreom. 

When the catastrophe of Lord Elwyn’'s death 
had occurred, Mrs. Ilyam had come rushing up 
the back stairin violent haste, and had entered 
the room just as life became extinct in the poor 
gentleman. Feeling at once that blame might 
very possibly be attached to her for her absence 
on the momentous occasion, and knowing in 
her heart that she had lingered unduly long in 
the upper footman’s pantry whilst that gentle 
man had been pleasantly engaged in offering 
to hera glass of sherry and a slice of plum cake 
in conjunction with his hand and his heart, 
Mrs. Hyam hastened to exclaim, upon the en- 
trance of the doctors, that she had only just 
run out to the top of the back stairs for one 
minute to see if the housemaid was bringing 
up some clean bed linen that she had ordered. 

** How long were you out of the room, Mrs. 
Hyam?” had asked Sir Augustus. 

** Not ten seconds, sir! Just as Miss Mait- 
land and Mr. Williams came along the passage, 
I ran out: I couldn’t have been away long 
enough for to count twenty. His lordship was 
in bed quite comfortable and quiet when I left 
him.’ 

‘* Dear, dear—then it must have been fright 
fully sudden!” murmured the great doctor 
gravely. *‘ A sudden spasm of pain, I imagine, 
whica no one could have foreseen, made him 
spring out of bed no doubt, with, alas, this sad 
result!” 

And so it was decided in minds medical to 
have been the case: whilst Mrs. Hyam, fearful 
of the truth leaking out and of losing her char- 
acter for vigilance and attention, took herself 
off to London by the earliest train in the morn- 
ing, informing the upper-footman, as she bade 
him adieu, that she wished to goodness she 
had never set eyes on his ‘‘ugly mug,” which 
had kept her out of her patients room when 
the death scene took place. 

‘If ever you tell on me, John, I'll never be 
‘she said to him. ‘‘If you keep your 


yours! 

mouth shut, lll bear you in mind and let you 
know my answer.” Andas Mrs. Hyam wasa 
widow in a very good way of business, John 


did keep his mouth shut, especially as nobody 
thought of making it worth his while to open it. 

In these c rcumstances Lucille had nothing 
to fear from Mrs. Hyam. If no one took the 
trouble to question her, Mrs. Hyam to the end 
of time would never speak to anybody of the 
events of that memorable evening. 

On regaining her senses and her powers of 
thought, the very first question which Lucille 
asked of her maid was 

‘* Where is that nurse?” 

‘What nurse, miss?” —‘* That 
Mrs. Hyam. 

‘She? Ob, she went away long ago, miss 
directly poor Lord Elwyn was dead!" “ And 
1 good riddance too!” added Noble to herself, 
for the upper-footman was a well grown, hand 


hired nurse 


some young man, and, before Mrs. Hyam’s 
alvent, he had not been wholly insensible to 
the charms of Sophia Noble. *“‘Them sort of 


hired people does a deal o’ mischief in a com 
fortable household, miss,” continued Noble. 

And drat all them designing widders, say I!” 
she added to herself. 

After that, Lucille was easier in her mind 
Mrs. Hyam out of the way, no one could 
do her any harm; and, so long as no questions 
were raised and Alfred suspected nothing, the 
whole subject would probably never be re- 
vived. Nevertheless she desired to let as long 
a time as possible elapse before her return to 
the daily habits of life. There was one person 
who she felt with an wnerring instinct, were he 
to be ever so little on the scent, would un 
doubtedly annoy her by inconvenient and un 
answerable questionings. That person was 
Sir Adrian Deverell. lt was therefore chiefly 
to keep out of his way that Lucille partook of 
game and champagne in the seclusion of her 
own chamber long after the state of her health 
might have safely permitted ber to consume 
these dainties down-stairs in the dining-room. 

The day, however, came at last when some 
sort ofa beginning nad to be made; she could 
not remain in her bed-room for ever. So, 
arrayed in an exquisite tea-gown of white silk 
knotted with black bows to indicate her mourn- 
ing condition, she was wheeled across the 
broad landing, past the top of the staircase, 
and into Lady Bavars private sitting-room, 
where the idee had chiefly sat since her hus- 
band’s death. 

The two women were glad to be together 
again. Lucille frequently deceived her aunt 
and kept back items of her confidence from 
her ; but Lady Elwyn’s affection for her ber ti 


else 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


| ful spoilt niece was genuine and sincere. 
Lady Elwyn in her deep widow’s weeds, sank 
joyfully upon her knees by the side of Lucille’s 
couch and kissed her fondly. 


up, and looking so sweet and lovely too! It is 
indeed happiness to me to get you back to 
health, my child. Wehave much to discuss, 
Lucille. Are you strong enough to talk?” 

‘Certainly, aunt—you mi&ht have talked 
whilst “I was still in bed, for the matter of 
that.” 

‘*Oh, no! There was Noble always passing 
in and out; besides, I was afraid of agitating 
you ; and I have been so lonely, dearest, since 
my terrible loss! Dearest Edward !”—and the 


with a little gentle sob which her reference to 
the dear departed seemed to demand. 

‘**You might have sought consolation in the 
arms of ‘dearest Edward's’ daughter,” sug- 
gested Miss Matilda, with unfeeling coldness 
and a slight sneer. ‘ 

“That horrible girl!” cried Lady Elwyn 
angrily. ‘* Lucille, I am never going to speak 
| to her again! I have refused to see her. There 
is not the smallest doubt that she is morally 
guilty of her poor father’s death.” 

‘“*Indeed!” This was most interesting news 
to Lucille. ‘‘ How do you mean?” 

** Why, of course he must have heard some- 
thing against her! You, my darling, have, I 
dare say, forgotten the painful details of the 
last sad scene; but Mr. Williams tells that my 
poordear husband, believing you to be Kath- 
leen, rushed at you and cursed you, calling you 
by her name,in the most frightful manner for 
some wickedness of hers which had evidently 
come to his ears. That undoubtedly is why he 
told Mrs. Hyam to tind Mr. Williams in such a 
; hurry -to alter his will and cut her out of it. 
Alas that death should have frustrated his just 
and righteous purpose !”” 

This way of putting matters was beyond all 
that Lucille had dared to hope for. 

**Bravo, little Williams!” she said to her- 
self delighted; aloud, with a pensive melan- 
choly, she murmured, ‘* Dreadful girl! What 








a frightful load of responsibility she has incur- | 


red! And everything then is left to her?” 
‘Everything that he could leave, save the 
Suffolk property, which brings in a beggarly 


three hundrcd a year, which was not in the | 


entail, and which | persuaded him to secure to 
you at the time of your engagement, and my 
settlement of course—a thousand a year and 
the London house, which is small and incon- 
venient; all the rest, including those jewels 
that are not heirlooms—his mother’s, for in- 
stance—and as much of the pictures, plate, and 
china as could be left away from Alfred, be- 
sides £96,000 to that girl.” 

‘Good heavens!” 

‘*Oh, it is iniquitous—infamous! If I could 
bring myseif to say a hard word of my dead 
husband, i could find it in my heart to say very 


bitter things of a man who has allowed his own | 
decent belongings to go pinched and poor in 


order to enrich to superfluity the daughter of a 
shameful union with a barmaid!” 

‘* All the same, I think you have done wrong 
to quarrel with her. You had much better 
patch it up and get the benefit of her thou- 
sands. She is very stupid and ignorant ; you 
might very easily make a good thing out of her 
if you were clever.’ 

** Lucille, I know that you speak the words 
of wordly: wisdom: but I hate the girl too 
much, I will not give her the shelter of my 
name or my house. Besides, it would be for so 
short a time that it would be of no advantage 
tome, Alfred is, I regret to say, still bent on 
marrying her.” 


” ° ' 
* For her money of course,” murmured Miss 


Maitland, looking thoughtfully into the fire. 
** Alfred knows very well how to feather his 
own nest. If she had been left nothing, he 
would haveturned her out of doors. He knows 
her real character well enough. I am sure I 
have done my best to point out to him that she 
is scarcely respectable: but he shuts his eyes 
to it wilfully because of her money. When are 
they going to b2 married?” 

“lam sure I neither know nor care. 
quite disreputable her staying on in the house, 
I consider ! 
is virtually alone in it, holding interviews with 
Alfred in all the down-stairs rooms. Goodness 
knows what she is up to—no good, I fear! 
And, now that Adrian has come back, I am 
glad you are better, and will be able to look 
after the dear fellow and keep him out of her 
toils. Only last night she made a most horrible 
commotion in the morning-room, I hear— 
screamed and shrieked so that the men-servants 


came running in, and found her in a dead faint | 
They had tocarry her up stairs; | 


on the floor. 
and Dawks teils me that both Alfred and 
Adrian went into her bed-room and helped to 
bring her to with salts and sal-volatile as she 
lay on her bed. It’s an outrage to morality, I 


consider!” 

‘Perfectly disgusting! ejaculated Miss 
Maitland. ‘‘I will soon put a stop to Adrian s 
little amusements in that line—that miserable 
creature has from the very first tried to get 
him away from me, as you know, aunt!” 

‘That she will never do, Lucille—a gentle- 
man knows how to value a refined and high- 
bred lady like yourself, and to honor her above 


‘* My dearest girl, how delightful to see you | 


widow pressed her handkerchief to her eyes | 


It is | 


| 
| 








| three months exactly 


| to travel. 





all others as his future wife. although with the | 
baser part of his masculine nature it may afford | 
him. amusement to see how far a creature of | 


that description will permit him to go. Men 
will always get fun dut of a woman who forgets 
what is due to her sex; but no nice man desires 
to turn such a one into his wife.” 

os 
Miss Maitland piously. 


Did any passing thought of Laurie Doyle and | 


I dare say you are right, aunt,” replied | 


First City Young Lady— Listen, Flo, how sweetly the child- 
| ren sing! 


Second City Young Lady 
give to be one of those happy, happy children ! 





** Oh, it is— it is!’--and Lucille actually wept 
at the recollection. 

** But still, bad as it is,” continued her aunt, 
**T do really think it will be better not to put 
the marriage off for long. Dear Adrian will not 
like to be kept waiting. I think you might be 
married in the middle of April. Let me see 
to-day is the first of February. Your dear 
uncle has been dead sixteen days. Suppose 
we say the sixteenth of April? That will be 
quite a respectable in- 
terval. Nobody could say a word.” 

‘*We shall soon go up to town, I suppose, 
aunt?’ 

‘* As soon, my love, as you are strong enough 
Our position here is uncomfortable. 
Alfred has been very kind ; but I would rather 
go to my own house as soon as possible.” 

“The sconer the better, so far as Iam con- 
cerned, aunt. Why cannot we go at once? 
To-day ‘s Tuesday—let us leave on Friday or 
Saturday. I shall be quite well by then.” 

* Well, we might go on Monday, I think. 
Of course there is the packing, also the finding 
servants; but then I would send Dawks up to 
see to that. The house in Green street, you 
know, is completely furnished and very com- 
fortable.” 

* Yes”"—Lucille raised her head and looked 
carefully round the room—*‘ there are a good 
many little things, aunt—china ornaments, 
candlesticks—that dear little clock, for in- 
stance, and that lovely gilt ctagere with glass 
shelves; those Dresden figures, too on the 


| cabinet, and that set of Worcester tea-cups in 


” 


the cupboard ; and in my room too—— 

‘““Yes, yes—of course, my dear. You don’t 
suppose I haven’t thought of all that? I've 
given Dawks a little list already; and there are 
some things in the morning-room too-- the is 
going to get them up-stairs quietly while the 
men-servants are waiting at dinner-time. 
Alfred will never miss them. Dawks is going 
to pack them amongst my clothes. You had 
better tell Noble to do the same in your rooms 
—it would be a sin to leave them.” 

“Oh, I have already told her—I’ve written 
them down, in fact, for her!” 

There were certainly some subjects upon 
which this aunt and niece were in perfect 
accord and sympathy; they understood each 
other instinctively and at 2 word. 

Lucille began to be quite excited about the 
move to London. Clortell Towers had now 
become tedious to her; the dulness and gloom 
of mourning had settled down upon its grand- 
eur. There was no possibility of extracting 
any amusement out of the place—even the 
country neighbors only left cards of inquiry at 
the door; and propriety and decency forbade 
all thought of appearing in the hunting field. 
The sooner they got up to town the better, she 
thought. One can do things in London one 
cannot do in the country in the circumstances : 


As I have refused to see her, she | and then in London there would be Laurie 


Doyle! 

“T'll have a good time with poor Laurie be- 
fore I'm turned off,” said Miss Maitland to 
herself ; *‘ he’ll take me about, and we can have 
a bit of fun together in a quiet way.” 

A knock at the door heralded a visit from 
Sir Adrian, who, upon hearing that his fiancee 
was on the sofa and visible, though it right to 
come and pay her his respects. 

‘** Delighted to see you up again, Lucille!” he 
said kindly, taking a chair by her side. 

‘Lucille wants to talk to you about your 
wedding, dear Adrian,” said Lady Elwyn — 
** we have been settling it together for the six- 
teenth of April.” 

Adrian looked shocked. 

**Oh, but that is a great deal too soon; ii 
would not be decent—it would seem quite 
heartless !” 

Lucille was offended, and 
away the hand which he held. 

‘*Oh, not if the ceremony takes place in Lon- 
don, Adrian, and the marriage is very quiet!” 
said Lady Elwyn. ‘‘I assure you it would not 
be at all disrespectful to my poor husband's 
memory! And, if I donot mind who else is to 
say a word?” 

**As you will, Lady Elwyn,” he answered 
wearily. ‘ After all, we need not settle it now, 
need we? It is about something else I wanted 
tospeak to you. No, don’t go, Lady Elwyn; I 
want you as much as Lucille. Yousay you are 
going up totown? When-will you be moving— 


violently drew 


| soon, do you think?” 


the many fond kisses slfe had bestowed upon | 


that young gentleman in her leisure moments 
weigh one feather’s weight upon her consci- 
ence as. she listened to her aunt’s little 
homily on female yirtue? Probably 
cille’s conscience seldom troubled her at incon- 
venient times, 

‘Now as to your marriage. my love,” con 
tinued Lady Elwyn. ‘* Of course it will have 
to be solemnized in a very different 
now from what we once planned—it will have 
to be very quiet.” 

Lucille heaved a deep sigh. 
a calamity which came very dreadfully home 
to her. 
guests—of the marriage in the cathedral by the 
bishop, assisted by the dean—of the twelve 
bridesmaids in coral silk behind her—of 
crowds in the Clorchester streets, and the mon- 
ster reception in the castle afterwards. That 


was to have been a wedding worth dreaming 


about—a marriage worth living for, 
“Tf know—I know!” she said, sorrowfully; 
and there were real tears in her eyes as she 


thought of all that she was forced to surrender. | 


‘But still we need not wait so very long, I | 


think; and you might be married at nine 


o'clock in the morning with just a couple of | 


I could not of course come to the 
church; but then in London—for it must be 
in London—nobody notices one much; and, 
after two months, if it was as quiet as that, 
there would be nothing to shock any one, I 
think.’ 

‘It seems scarcely worth while to be mar- 
ried, after all, if it’s to be done in such a hole- 
and-corner sort of fashion!” cried Lucille mis- 


witnesses, 


erably. 

My dearest girl, I feel for you! I know it 
is a dreadful disappointment to you—and after 
all we have arranged, too! Ah, howtrue it is 
that no one can tell what a day may brin 
forth! When I think of those poor girls an 
their lovely coral dresses all ordered, and when 
I think, too, of all your beautiful gowns ready, 

| it’s really enough to break one's heart !” 


not; Lu- | 


‘*Oh, very soon—as soon, in fact, as Lucille is 
strong enough! She says Friday ; but I think 
we had better settle to go on Monday, what 
with packing and one thing and another. Yes, 
Monday let it be.” 

** Well, then, dear Lady E!wyn, and you too, 
Lucille, pray consider what is to be done about 


| that poor child.” 


fashion | 


This was indeed | she can settle something for herself? 


She thought of the large household of | 


the | 


‘What Lucille inquired 
sharply. 

‘*Poor little Kathleen. Will you not take 
her with you, Lady Elwyn? Will you not give 
her a home for a short time even—just until 
Consider 
how young, how pretty, how defenceless she is! 
She has no other woman to look to but you. Is 
if not natural that she should stay with her 
father’s wife?” 

‘** Adrian,” said Lady Elwyn very decidedly, 
‘** T have said once for all that I will not receive 
Kathleen under my roof. Do not seek to move 
my resolution; you cannot change it.” 

‘* What then is to become of her?” 

‘** Let her stay here with Alfred,” said Lucille, 
with a hard and ice-like distinctness ; ‘‘ she has 
no character to lose,”’ 

Sir Adrian could not trust himself to answer. 
He got up quickly, walked straight tothe door, 
and, going out of it, banged it loudly and 
angrily after him. 


(To be Continued.) 
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There Were Two Strands. 


One of the witnesses in the Times-Parnell 
case was a seaweed gatherer on the coast of 
Ireland. He was called to refute a falsehood 
sworn to by an informer. He gave his testi- 
mony with a force that defied all the Judges 
and the entire army of counsel on both sides. 
Neither on direct examination would he tell 
enough, nor could he on cross be prevented 
from telling too much. After vain parrying his 
testimony was unfinished when the hour of 
adjournment arrived, and before he was in the 
box next morning information was conveyed to 


child, Adrian?” 


A Summer Idyl; or, Voices and Faces. 


-Ah, Gladys, what would I not 
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‘*Those happy, happy children.” —P uch. 





the prosecution that he had been taken into a | him. I am told there is a great deal of differ. 


drinking place on the Strand during the night 
and jockeyed by the Parnellite trainers, if 
there be such persons. The Strand, as every- 


body knows, is no longer on the water’s edge. | 


A cons.derable city now lies between it and the 
Thames. It is as high and dry as Ararat. Itis 
a thoroughfare of omnibuses, the princ:pal 
passage of the West City of London in that 
section, and no more suggests the roar of waves 
or the casting up of the vegetation of the sea 
bottom than London Tower or Westminster 
Abbey. 

Nevertheless this dialogue occurred : 

Cross-Examiner (in thunder tones)--Were 
you on the Strand last night ? 

Witness (promptly)—I was not. 

Cross-Examiner (looking extermination into 
his eyes)\— Were you in a house on the Strand 
last night? 

Witness (looking very calm and collected)—I 
was not. 

Cross Examiner (lowering his voice into the 
hiss of a reptile)—-Were you ever on the 
Strand? 

Witness—I was, 

Cross-Examiner (rubbing his hands with the 
glee of victory, and intimating that the fox 
was at last caught)—What were you doing on 
the Strand ? 

Witness (mechanically)—Gathering seaweed, 
your Honor. 

There was a profound silence in the court 
room for a long and thrilling instant. Then 
smiles broke over the judges’ countenances 
like touches of rising sun upon the gray crests 
of waves. The convulsion of fun began spread- 
ing throughout the court room, and, amid un- 
restrained peals of laughter, it was discerned 
that while the furious cross-examiner had been 
talking about the Strand of London the simple 
peasant in the witness box, who had never 
heard the name of a London street, and had 
arrived for the first time out of his native 
haunts the previous day, was speaking of the 
strand of his little village, and was deeply puz- 
zled to know how the wigged brain glowering 
before him could have thought it was possible 
for him to have gone back there in ten hours 
for lodging and bréakfast.—N. Y. Sun. 





Good Marrying Weather. 


A verdant-looking young couple appeared 
one day at the parsonage of an Eastern min- 
ister and the young man awkwardly explained 
that they wanted to be married. It was rain- 
ing in torrents, as it had been doing all day. 
The candidates for matrimony had come in an 
open buggy, sheltered only by a single um- 
brella, and were so thoroughly drenched that 
it was necessary for them todry their garments 
by the kitchen fire before the minister could 
proceed with the ceremony. When they reap- 
peared he said : 

‘* It’s too bad you have such a rainy day.’ 

‘* Weil,” said the bridegroom, with the well- 
marked nasal twang of a rural Yankee, ‘that’s 
just exactly why we came. You see, it’s pour- 
in’ so hard we couldn't do nothin’ else, so we 
jest thought that it was a good time to get 
married. Wouldn’t have come if it’d been 
good plowin’ weather.” 


— te 


He Didn’t Understand It. 


A Texas man was reading a newspaper ac- 
count of the recent prize-fight between Sullivan 
and Kilrain to a group of earnest listeners. 
Among the most interested listeners was an 
old frontiersman who continually interrupted 
the reader with such exclamations as: *‘What! 
knocked him down agin? You don’t say he hit 
him in the chest? What! smashed him in the 


| nose?” ete. 


Finally, when another knock-down was 
scored against Kilrain, the frontiersman could 
control his indignation no longer, and called 
out in a frenzy of excitement : 

‘“ Where in the was his gun? 
none of his friends have a gun?” 
Siftings. 


Didn't 
Tevras 





oe 


Colonelistic Honor. 

“* Colonel, let me have a dollar for a few min- 
utes.” 

**Can’t do it, Colonel. 
myself from my hostier.” 

** Well, that'll do.” 

‘** But I've done gone and spent it.” 

Ant” 

‘** All but twenty cents,” 

** Well, let me have that.” 

** No, let’s go in here and take one.” 


I just borrowed one 


‘“*T cannot go with you, Colone), under the | 


circumstances, You set 'em up the last time. 
As a man of honor I must return the favor. 
Let me have the money.” 

‘* Here, noble brother : take it.” 


7 


Family Loyalty. 

A Stevens avenue young lady was much 
pained and shocked as she walked down the 
street yesterday to see her youny brother sit- 
ting astride the prostrate body of another boy 
and raining down blows upon his struggling 
victim, 


** Johnny!” she almost screamed, ‘‘ what are | 


you doing? Come here this minute. Aren’t 
you ashamed of yourself fighting this way in 
the street?” 

The boy reluctantly arose from 


his van- 


quished antagonist and faced his indignant | 


sister. Then he explained : 

* Well, I don’t care. He said you wasn’t 
good looking. I don't think you are either, but 
it ain’t none o’ his funeral. So I licked him.” 








Interesting Muscle Reading. 


You can tell pretty well how a girl feels 
toward you by the way she takes your arm. If 
she doesn’t care a cent you know it by the in- 
difference of her muscles. If she haga great 
confidence in you the pressure tells it; and 
friendship is as distinct trom love in that mode 
of expression as in words or looks. A woman 


|can take the arin of a fellow she likes very 


| much with 


| 


| 


rfect comfort, evenif she is six 
feet high and heis four. But even if the two 
are just matched, she can make him feel dis- 
dain, contempt, discomfort, dislike, anything 
she likes, by the way she does not hold on to 


| satchel and used on the cars. 


| mentioning this paper. 


ence, too, between the way a girl fits her waist 
to one man’s arm as compared with another 
but I hardly believe it. . P 








“AGE CANNOT WITHER HER,” 


remarked an old gentleman, as he gazed 
fondly upon the comely litthe woman by his 
side; “but frankly,” he continued, “at o1 
time I was afraid cosmetics would. The « 
little woman, in order to appear youtht: 
plastered her face with different varieties 
whitewash, yclept * balms,’ * creains,’ * lotions,’ 
ete.” “ Yes,”’ interrupted the little woman, 
“1 did, until my skin became like parchment 
and so pimply and coarse.”” ** Well,” said tly 
listener, *“* What do you use now?” “ Use,” 
was the reply, “nothing but common sense 
and Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical. Discovery. 
Common sense told me that if my blood was 
pure, liver active, appetite and digestion good, 
that the outward woman would take on thie 
hue of health. The ‘ Discovery’ did all thos: 
things and actually rejuvenated me.” If you 
would possess a clear, beautiful complexion, 
free from blotches, pimples, eruptions, yellow 
spots and roughness, use the “Golden Med- 
ical Discovery.” It is guaranteed to do 
all that it is claimed to, or money paid 
for it will be promptly refunaea. 


Copyright, 1888, by WORLD's Dis. MED. Ass'N. 
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a oi their doors perhaps the wife who ha trayec 
CRUEL KINDRED. 2222 


them and made a waste and ruin of their lives. 
Bah—a poor revenge and commonplace, within 

By the {uthor of ‘A Piece of Patchwork,” ‘‘ Somebody's Daughter,” **The House in the 

. Close,” ‘Snared,” “The Mystery of White Towers,” *‘Madam's Ward,” ete. 











the reach of all—a vengeance to be wreaked by 
the veriest fool! It was not subtle, not tortur- 
ing enough for me, and it would not have freed 
‘me from the chain which bound me to you as 
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OUR “FAMILY HERALD” SERIES. 


CHAPTER XXXI. 


“Who was thé man called Martin Langton?” 
repeated Duke Oldcastle. ; 

Mrs. Uglow, with a cry of despair, fell back- 
wards upon her seat, 

«“ Who told you,” she gasped—* who told you 
that { knew? No, no !” she cried wildly, start- 
ing to her feet again. *T don’t know—I don't 
know! It’s a falsehood to say I do! I say I 
don't know who Martin Langton was!’ —and 
with a moan she sank down upon her chair 
once more. 

Duke put his hand upon her shoulder, 

« Look here,” he said sternly, trying to con- 
trol the excitement which was beginning to 
make him tremble—" before I asked tnat ques- 
tion I felt pretty sure that you could answer it. 
I know now that youcan. Once more—who is 
Martin Langton?” 

“[—I dare not 
a shiver. 

‘You shall!” declared Duke doggedly. 

‘Mr, Duke,” cried the woman, raising her 
wild haggard face and forcing the words from 
lips that grew rigid and drawn, ‘‘if I were to 
tell you, you would not believe me—you—you 
would threaten to kill me, I think! How could 
you believe it,” she cried, in a high-pitched, 
quavering voice, ‘‘when I could not whea I 
read it, and can hardly believe it now?” 

Duke let his hand drop from her shoulder 
and stepped back slowly. He had grown 
nearly a8 white asshe; his heart was throbbing 
quickly ; a feeling of apprehension of he knew 
not what made himturn faintand cold, What 
horror was it that he was approaching? 
lost sigit of everything now but his over- 
whelming desire to probe to the bottom and 
know the worst of this unknown awful thing. 
But he was not so dazed _ but that he quickly 
caught up her last words and turned them | 
against her. | 

“When you read it?” hesaid sharply. ‘‘Then | 
you dj0'c ask me to believe your word alone. | 
‘Whea you read what?” | 

The woman seemed to have given up all hope | 
of denial or resistance. With her clasped 
hands lying in her lap and her head drooping | 
overthem, s)2 answered, in a dull resigned | 
voice | 

‘Tne letter. '"—‘‘ What letter?” 

“Toe letcer Sir Guy wrote to my lady before | 
he died.” 

‘That my father wrote to my mother?” cried 
Dake, in unmeasured astonishment. ‘*‘ How 
did i: fa'l into your hands?” he demanded, 

“| stole it.”—‘' You stole it?) Good heavens ! 
When? How?” 

“com h’s hand whea he was dying,” mut- 
tere the housekeeper almost inaudibly, 

[There was sileace for a momo2nt. Dake 
s:0) 1 drawing his breath in deep gasps, trying 
torealiz: allthis, tobalievethatit wastrue. Mrs. 
Uzlow sat mute and motionless, waiting to be 


tell you,’ she muttered with 


questioned, IL+r foster-son, looking at her 
bwel head wich a new-born repugnaance, 
moy:ia paca farther from her. 


harshly. 


‘So you stole this le:ter?’ he said, 
Did 


“\Vhat was your motive? How was it? 
no one kaow of it bat you?” 

“Nobody,” retucnel the housekeep2r, in the 
same mufltl:d monotonous tone. ‘ And even I 
never saw it until the day before he died.” 

you!’ said Duka, sternly. 

“I nursed him throuzh his last illness, Mr, 
Dike.” Mes. Uglow made a movement of 
resig iation, and, as tnoug’ accepting the in 
evitable, went on steadily without any halt or 
break now, until he himself interrupted her, 
“You were away at the time, but you must 
have heard that he had a hatred for strange 
faces, and I knew his ways and understood 


him better than any hired, strange nurse 
could nave done. You must have heard 
that he was steadily getting better when 
he suddenly took a turo for the worse. I 


knew it was for death, and I told my lady so. 
Sir Gay knew it, too, for he asked the doctor 
point blank. and he did not deny it. Death 
Was so near that it was only a question of 
hours, and indeed in less than twenty-four 
hours after the change he was deaa. It 
Was as soon as he knew that he was dying 
and that there was no hope that I tirst knew of 
the letter, He was very weak—so weak that, 
when he signed to methat he wanted to speak, 
Thad to bend my ear down to his lips to hear 
what it was he said. ‘Are we quite alone in 
the room?’ he asked me. I told him ‘ Yes.’ 
Then be bade me take his keys from under his 
p.llow, open his private cabinet — you know it, | 
Mr. Duke—the inlaid ebony one- unlock a cer- 
tain drawer, press a little knob at the back of 
it,and bring him what I should find lying in 
the recess which would be exposed. I did as 
he told me. It was a large thick envelope. 
Before I gave it to him I looked, being curious, 
at what was written upon it. It was, ‘My | 
Legacy tomy Wife.’ I said ncthing, of course. 
Igave it to Sir Guy, and he siipped it under | 
his pillow as he lay. It washardly out of sight | 
when my lady came in. He signed to me to be 
silent, and I held my tongue.” 

‘And then?” Dake interrupted 


breath- 


les 31) He was repelled and fascinated at | 
once. Again he drew away from his foster- 
mother, Waat a diabolical duplicity was in 


this woman with her soft voice and gentle air 


of deference ! 
“My lady soon went out again—she was 
hardiy ever in the room—Sir Guy could not | 


bear to have her. Isat watching him. He be- | 
an to wander presently ; I knew the end was 
I saw his hand groping under the 


Very tear. 
Pillow, trying to find theenvelope. He drew it | 
out, but his fingers were too weak to close 


P°operly over it. He had been muttering be- 

fore, but not intelligibly—I had not understood | 
What he said; I thought now that he looked as | 
ifhe wanted to speak to me, but when I bent | 
down | saw that he didnot knowme. Hetried 

tociutch the envelope, and there was a gasp 

vetween each of his words. ‘My legacy— 

Olivia,’ he panted—-‘my legacy—and my re- 

Venge!’ He had tried to raise himself as he 

Said it, and he laughed; but the deaih-rattle 

Was in his throat, and he was dead as his head 

fell back upon the pillow. I took the packet 

from him, put it into my pocket, and went to 

the door of the ante-room and told the servants 

Waiting there that it was all over—he was 

Zone,” 

If anything could have rendered more ghastly | 
the death-scene she thus recalled, it woula 
have been the dreadful composure with which 
She spoke. Duke strode across to the open 
Window and stood there for a moment cr two, 
glad to breathe the warm pure air. 

“Go on!” he said. returning. 
your motive for stealing it?” 

“Because I hated my lady!” cried Mrs. 
Usiow, with sudden vehemence, raising her 
*yes,in which glowed sullen vindictive passion. 

had cause to hate her—bitter cause! She 

al scorned me, taunted me, insulted me a 
thousand times, treated me as though I were 
the dirt beneath her feet, born only to be 
trampled there; no purchased slave was ever 
More despised by his master than I was by my 
Mistress ! 
how, and stole the paper from her husband's 
dead hand because I thought that through it | 
Might have her in my power and have my 
revenge upon her |” 

he vehement passion with which she spoke 
Was like nothing that her listener had seen or 
heard before ; he could only look at her. 
Only a pause for breath, she went on again, 
Somewhat less violently — 

; thought it because I knew, and had 

hown for vears, that there was some secret 
thoveen them—some fatal cause of division 

‘at no one else suspected. WhenI have heard 


** What was 


| him, but let it fall again without touching him 


He l 


| the brass-bound desk and took the packet from 


| ever since I read it. 
| you have read it, too!” 


| dream that the scoundrel of whose death you 


| which you had encased yourself, and, all un- 


So I hated her then as I hate her | . 
| ifhe had not sent back to you the letters in | 


With | 


a 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


Sir Guy Oldcastle spoken of as the most indul- 
gent and obedient of husbands, wnen I knew 
that people laughea to see how entirely his 
handsome wife ruled him and how submissive 
‘ he was to her every fancy and caprice, I have 
laughed to myself, knowing what an utter 
mistake it was, and that there were times when 
the wife trembled when her husband looked at 
her. I have seen her tremble—ay, and she has 
known that I have seen her. If I have hated 
her, she has feared me. Sir Guy called the 
packet his revenge, and I stole it that it might 
also be mine.” 
‘* And read it?’ Duke demanded. 
“No; my courage failed me—I did not dare, 
although I tried many times.,I should have 
done so”—she put out her hand tiu.idly toward 


—‘‘oh, my dear, I should have done so but for 
you! I feared it might do you harm—I don’t 
now what I feared—I never seemed to re- 

member how entirely it was my secret and 

that I could burn it. I did not read it, but 
kept it locked away.” 

Duke pushed the fair hair from his damp 
forehead ; with his drawn hagyard face, he 
bore little resemblance to the pictured laugh- 
ing handsome boy smiling down upon the 
scene with unconscious lips. 

“You did read it at last,” he said. 
have confessed that. Let me see it.” 

a Duke,” murmured the woman implor- 
ingly. igs 


* You 


“Let me see it, I say ! 

She made a mute entreating gesture, 

**Once for all, let me see it!” 

Passion blazed in his eyes and vibrated in 
his voice; the movement of his hand was 
menacing. She yielded; slowly she unlocked 


it. As he saatched it she caught his hand in 
both her own beseechingly. 

‘* My dear, my dear,” she cried, despairingly, 
“you have made me dothis! But, when you 
have read it, when you know the dreadful 
truth, think before you do anything. I could 
not burn it—for your sake, Icould not; but I 
could not take it to your mother, as I had 
aiways meant to do. I thought of you and 
tried, but [could not; I have been tortured, 
maddened, by wondering what I should do, 
Oh, my dear, think when 


Duke flung away her clinging fingers, and 
with atrembling hand drew out the papers. 
He lifted them, let them fall again, and looked 
at the white face before him. 

‘*Will this,” he said, ‘ttell me who Martin 
Langton was?”-—‘ Yes.” 

‘Tell me tirst—I have no patience to wait to 
read. I should never have come here at all, I 
think, if I had known what horror was before 
me; but I must go through with it now or lose 
my reason, Quick—who was he?” 

rhe woman put her lips to his ear, recoiled 
with a shudder and a ery, and sank down upon 
a chair, burying her haggard face in her hands, 

‘*T can’t tell you!” she gasped inarticulately. 
‘*I daren’t tell you! Read it, since you have 
forced it from me, and see why your father 
called it his revenge!” 

With his temples throbbing, with his heart | 
again beating suffocatingly as it had beaten 
just before, with a rushing sound in his ears, 
Duke Oldcastle looked from the papers in his 


|and submissive husband, have I not? 


your husband, I desired to retaliate by some 
slower and more merciless process than by pro- 
claiming your shame. I wished to live and 
see you suffer, and I found out the way. 

‘Fortune favored me. If we had not been 
staying, with foreign servants, ourselves 
utterly unknown, in that lonely old Swiss 
chateau at the foot of the Alps, I could never 
have carried out my plan without fear of detec- 
tion and betrayal. But for that, I could never 
have found out Martin Langton’s child and 
yours, and brought it to you. Do you recall,as 
you read this, Olivia, how I set it down before 
you, with the few words to which I have never 
since added a syllable, and how, as I turned 
away and left you, you fell swooning to the 
tloor? 

‘““That wasthe revenge that I resolved upon. 
I forced you to ackaowledye Martin Langton’s 
child as yours ; I resolved to acknowledge it as 
mine, because I knew well that I should thus 
inflict upon you a more ingenious torture than 
any other I could have devised. I knew your 
pride, 1 knew that, as the child was the em. 
bodiment of your shame and your betrayal, you 
would never look upon him without hating 
him for the stain which his very existence 
brought upon you. For myself, what did I 
care? It was but an additional misery to me 
to know,that you would soon be the mother of 
a child of mine, although I bad never realized 
the fulness of my agony until I saw you with 
that child in your arms, 

‘*It was seeing how passionately you loved 
that child, Olivia, which first clearly suggested 
to me the shape which my final just revenge 
should take. No words can depict the joy with 
which I saw that and exulted over it. Every 
moment of your life avenged my wrong doubly 
and trebly, more completely than i had ever 
hoped. I had suffered one agony, and could 
punish its inflicter. Yours was ever fresh, and 
you were helpless, 

** When I brought Martin Langton’s child to 
you. I knew that you would never, for your 
own sake, dare to repudiate it—I knew that 
you would never tell the truth, having before 
your eyes the fear that I shoald in turn make 
public your secret and your shame. There is 
one thing that you love better even than you 
love your child and mine, and that is yourself 
and your reputation in the eyes of the world. 
So I did it—I forced you to acknowledge Martin 
Langton’s child, knowing that you would never 
dare the protest of even a word. I wasso care- 
ful, so subtle, our long absence from England 
and from ail who knew us favored my plot so 
well, that to this day is there one who for an 
instant doubts that Guy Oldcastle, my heir, is 
in very truth my son? Not one! 

‘““How you must have wondered! Waat 
silent agony must have been yours! I might 
have spoken, but that was no part of my plan: 
No; I had resolved upon silence—you should 
suffer, you should fear me, you should not dare 
to speak. You tried once, as I thought you 
would. Do you remember it? I answered you 
by a look, and you shrank away, shuddering, 
cowering before me, as though you feared that 
I might strike you and mar the treacherous 
beauty of your face. It has been one of the 
sweetest comforts of my agony to know how 
abjectly you feared me. 

“IT have played my part well, have I not? | 
From the day when I tirst knew you as you 
were, man and woman never lived more utterly 
sundered than we. Before the world I have 
been your most devoted, your most arr eae 

The | 
ghastlier the farce I played and forced you to 
play, the keener your suffering and the sweeter 





hand to the housekeeper’s cowering figure and 
back again confusedly; his hands were cold, 
his whole body was chilled. Ther he drew a 
chair towards him, sat down, and with shaking 
fingers spread the contents of the yellow 
envelope out before him. The larger paper lay 
uppermost—the sheets of foolscap that were | 
covered with close plain writing—his father’s 
writing. 

The young man shuddered as he looked at it 
—it was ghostly, horrible somehow. With his | 
lips twitching nervously as his eyes traveled | 
down the page, Duke Oldcastle read his dead 
facher’s legacy to his living mother. 

‘* How many years willit be, Olivia, before 
you read this? I ask myself the question as I 
write it. How many years will it be before 
you take it,as Iam resolved you shall, from 
my dying hand? You will comprehend my 
silence then—the silence which no torture ever 
invented should have forced me to break 
against my will; you will understand the pur- 
pose which I have kept in view unflinchingly 
since I first knew you as you are, and since 
you knew that you had no secret from me. 

‘*T have one regret as I write this—-it is the 
one weak point in my plan—I am sorry that I 
shall not be able to watch your face when you 
read it—the face that was once to me the 
dearest, purest, and fairest that the universe 
contained. How I loved you! Bah-—shall I 
let the memory of my old blindness, my past 
idiocy stir me now—me, who have been wise 
and open-eyed so long? But how blind I was 
to marry you, believing dotingly, unquestion- | 
ingly—ay, ready to stake my life had I been 
asked—that you gave me love for love and | 
heart for heart ! 

‘IT smile to myself as I think how you will 
look when you read this. You must have tor- | 
tured yourself with such questions, you must | 
have spent such hours of impotent, helpless | 
agony, wondering how I found out your secret! ! 
DoI not know it? ‘There has not been a pang | 
which you have suffered, Olivia, which I have | 
not seen and exulted over. How did I find out | 
your secret? Read on, and you will know. 

‘‘When I married you, Olivia—when, after 
the brief passionate courtship that I paid to | 
you, I won your consent to be my wife—I had | 
heard Martin Langton’s name—the name of | 
the man whose recklessness and profligacy 
had even then been hisruin. The poor proud | 
relatives with whom you lived, jealous of your | 
beauty, envious perhaps that you should win | 
in me a wealthy and titled husband, did not 
fail to let me know, with all the venom which | 
a woman's spite can give, that he too had paid | 
court to you, and to insinuate that you had | 

| 
| 
| 





leved him. But they said no more and sus 
pected no more. Dissimulation was a second | 


| nature to you, Olivia; you deceived them, who | 


hated you, as cleverly as you did me, who adored 
you. did not believe—my trust was too en- 
tire for that—but I did once mention his name 
to you. Do you remember with what artless 
eyes you looked at me, how with a word,a 
caress, you lulled to sleep every doubt I had? 
We were together when one of your cousins, 
with a jealous woman’s cunning spite, read 
aloud to us both the account of his death in a 
drunken brawl in a Spanish gambling hell. 
Your hand was in mine, and it did not trem- 
ble; there was no faltering in your look, your 
eyes did not droop before mine. How could I 
seeing this, guess your perfidy? How could I 


heard without the quiver of an eyelid had won 
and deserted you, and that you had borne him 
a child—the child who, when you read this will 
bear my title and name! 

‘*There is a weak link in every chain; there 
was a weak spot in the armor of deception in 


suspicious, my hands found it. If you had not 
kept Martin Langton’s letters to you, Olivia 


which you implored him to do you justice be- 


fore your child should be born, and declare legal | 


the false marriage by which he had deceived 


zoe: you thought it real, | suppose, but per- | 
1aps the pretence was one of the many lies | 


which come so glibly from your lips—I should 
never have known of the black gulf of shame 
and dishonor into which you plunged me, I 
found the letters and onal them, and I knew 


myself for the misery and degradation of a -™ 
o |} 


which you will and what you will, Olivia—do 


the daily measure of my revenge. It has 
amused me to hear how the world spoke of our 
relations, to hear myself good-humoredly 
laughed at for being your siave, the willing 
servant of your every caprice and fancy, and to 
know that you were at my mercy. Have you 
ever sat in my presence without shrinking if | 
my eyes were turned towards you? Have I 
ever spoken to you when we have been alone 
that you have not sickened with dread of what 
my next words might be? Never—and I know 
it! A revenge like this would have satisfied | 
most men, but it did not satisfyme! Read the 
paper enclosed with this, if you have not read 
it first, and you will know what a bolt my dead | 
hand shall still have power to launch against | 
you. 
F **Could anything have been devised to tor- | 
ture you more subtly, Olivia, than the making 
of this, my last will, phrased as I have phrased | 
it? There is not a word in it that will not | 
pierce through your love and through your | 
hate, through your shame and through your | 
pride. It places power in your hands, Olivia, | 
but power which, if you dare to use if, shall | 
crush you. You hate Martin Langton’s son, | 
the son who bears my name, and whom tke | 
will in my lawyer’s hands—which will be proved | 
unless you dare to use this, and which wis 
made with intention while I had this in view 
—makes absolute heir of all that I could be- 
queath to him. You love my son, whom it 
leaves with a mere pittance. It is at your 
option to change this. Prove this second will, | 
which makes Marmaduke the heir of all and 
states the reason why, or be silent, and endure 
the agony of seeing the son you hate in the 
position from which it is in your power to 
remove him only by proclaiming what you are | 
and humiliating yourself to the very dust. 
**To me, as I write this, it matters little | 
which you do, knowing that I have rendered | 
your continued suffering sosure. Both to me | 
are equally indifferent. The knowledge that | 
you are the mother of both has been amply | 
sufticient to make me hate both. To me they | 
are the mere puppets through which I avenge | 


Once more, I say, the choice lies with you. 


nothing and still I have my revenge! 
(To be Continued, ) 
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il Joke 





Doctor Coftin—Well, Mrs, Hardy, how is 
your husband this morning? 

Mrs. Hardy—lI'm sorry to say, Doctor, there is 
no improvement either way.— Pick-Me. Up. 


- 


Anxious to Please. 
Mrs. Youngbride-I hope you will mode! 
your conduct upon that of Mr. Oidboy. He is 
a paragon of husbands. Why, he tells his wife 





what a betrayed, credulous fool I was! 
| ** What would most men have done, I wonder, 
| ia such a strait as mine? Have thrust from 


everything that happens. 
‘*Tll do better than that, my dear; I'll tell 
you lots of things that never happen.” 
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A Wise Mother. 


Daughter (who is engaged)—Mother, John is | 


coming to tea to-night. Let me make him 
some cakes. 

Mother—Not forthe world, my dear, unless 
you have an intention of suing him for breach 
of promise. 


_---- 2-e ——_—_— 

A Wrong Inference. 
* There,” said Jones to his wife as the humor- 
ous poet of the Werk/y Clarion passed them, 


** there’s a fellow that’s got a head on him.” 
‘*Dear me, John,” replied Mrs. Jones, “I 





thought Mr. Idell was a strict temperance 
man,” 
An Apt Quotation. 
* What are you doing?” asked Gazzam, as | 


McCrackle tore off the wrapper of his copy of 
Punch, 
‘Opening the chestnut burr.” 





es L STEAM LAUNDRY 
42 Richmond Street West 
GENTS’ WASHING OUR SPECIALTY 


Delivery to all parts of the city. 


SG UPERFLUOUS HAIR PERMANENT- 
LY removed without injury to the skin Also 
Freckles, Blackheads, Wrinkles, Liver Discolorations. Gol- 
den Cream for the comp!exion and hands, #1 Address, 
with stamps, for sealed particulars, ART TOILET Co., 
4 West 14th St., New York. Established 1560. 


PHOTOGRAPH REPRODUSTIONS 
CELEBRATED PALIT NGS 


Soth ancient and modern, in different size 


SOULE PHOTV, C2, OF BOSTON 


rICE FOR CANADA: 


36 Kine Street East - - Toronto 


Catalozue of subjects 25c Call and see sau plea 


DELICIOUS NEW PERFUME 


prea Tle y Ng ona | 


TheCrownPerfumery Cos 


BLOSSOMS 


CRECISTERED) 

CL a 
Jere 
of highest quality; one 
meat a ae 
produc Ye -—~ Court Journal. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE 


EXTRA CONCENTRATED 


Crab-Applt 


BLOSSOMS. 
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f AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE.B 


agentin each county to distribut : 
& and catalogues ofwatehes, ete, Circulars ‘ b- * 

uted everywhere Steady employment. WACES 

$2.50 PER DAY. Expenses advanced. Can 
& work all or part of the time Address with stamp ae 


ROEBUCK & CO., Toronto, Canada. 
No attention paid w postal cards, i 


DO YOU WANT TO 


COME [0 TORONTO ? 


There are Hundreds of Good Situations 
open for GENERALSERVANTS, HOUSEMAIDS, 
Cooks, etc. Write for particulars to 


‘NEWS’ EMPLOYMENT BUREAU 


561 Queen St. West, Toronto, 


DUNNS 
BAKING 
POWDER 


THECOOK'SBEST FRIEND 






We want agents 
alars, 7 





PEARS’:.... 





40 years’ record of honorable deai- 
ing 
40 years before an intelligent public 
40 years’ loyalty to our patrons 


40 years or liberal and equitable 
methods 


| 
40 years manufacturers and deaiers 


SPEAK STRONGBR TO YOU THAN ANY WORDS OF OUR 


h. Ss. Williams & Son 


143 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE 1504 


JOHN FLETCHER 


IRON AND STEEL WORK 





ROOFS, GIRDERS, BEAMS, 
STAIRS, COLUAIN®S 
2 KINDS OF IRON WOR R NG 


Office: 530 Yonge Etreet, Toronto 
BARRETT & CO. 


Real Estate and Commercial Exchange 
TELEPHONE 897 


18 Yonge St. Arcade Toronto, Ont. 


: Uharles | Restaural 


LUNCHEON AND DINING ROOMS 


70 YONGE STREET 


Next door to Dominion Bank 





Lunch Courter for Gentlemen on the 
ground floor. Firest Bar in Canada. 
Choice Stock of Liquors and Cigars 


HEASLIP & PIERCE 


Proprietors 
ASPLENDID CHANCE 


SUBSCRIBERS 





WE WILL GIVE NEW 


**SATURDAY NIGHT” 


AND THE 


WORLD TYPEWRITER 


For #10, cash with order. The price of the Typewriter 


is S10, 


another column 


advertisement of this machine 


See 


alone 


PROF. DAVIDSON 


Chiropodist and Manicure 


Tl Yonge St., cor, King 





A Luxuriant Growth Of Hair 


May be obtained by the continued use 
my hair began to turn gray, and, a sh 


became nearly bald. Ayer’s Hair Vig 


of Ayer’s Hair Vigor. ** A fe 
ort time after, fell out so freely that I 
xr stimulated a new growth of hair 


W years ago 





of the original color. I haye applied the Vigor, occasionally, since that 
and my hair is now strong and abundant.— Ira D. Kennah, Utica, N. ¥ 
I had been troubled, for vears, with I have used Aver's Hair Vig 

scalp disease, and my hair was weak past two vears, and found it a t is 
and thin. The use of five bottles of represented to be It restores a natura 
Aver’s Hair Vigor cured my scalp, and color to gray hair, promotes a vigorous 
gave me a luxuriant head vf soft black growth, and keeps the hair soft ar 
hair. — Mrs. E. H. Foster, Lynn, Mass. | pliant. — Mrs. M. V. Day, Cohoes, N. \ 


Ayer’s Hair Vigor, 


Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. Sold by all Druggists and Perfumers 
Scrofulous Affections 
Humors originate in the blood, whieh, | Of the Eyes, Lungs, Stomach, Liver, 
when vitiated, carries disease to every and Kidneys, indicate the presence of 
tissue and fibre of the body Ayer’s Scrofula in the system, and suggest 
Sarsaparilla eradicates all traces of the alterative treatment For this purpose, 

scrofulous taint from the system Ayer’s Sarsaparilla is unequaled 

I have used Avyer's Sarsaparilla, in I was always troubled with a Serofu- 
my family, and know that itis a reliable lous Humor Lately my lungs have 
specific for Scrofula I have also pre-| been affected, causing much pain and 
seribed it as a tonic, and honestly be- diftieulty in breathing Three bottles 
iieve it to be the best blood medicine of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla have relieved 
compounded. — W.. F. Flower, M. D.,;my lungs, and improved my health 
Greenville, Tenn generally. — Lucia Cass, Chelsea, Mass 


- 
Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mase 


Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, 


So'd by all Druggists. Price $1; six bottles, $5 
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Te’ephone 844 for 


Camping: Supplies| i 





Choicest Canned Meats, Fish and Fruits. FInest Wines 


Liquers constantly on hand. 
Discount of 5 per cent. on orders of #10 or over. 


MARSLAND & KENNEDY 


FAMILY GROCERS 
813 King St. West . 


Toronto | 


The Old and Popular Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 


And all Principal Points in 


GANADA AND THE UNITED STATES | 


It is positively the only line from Toronto running the 
celebrated Pullman’s Palace Sleeping, Buffet and Parlor 
Cars, electric lighted. Speed, safety, civility. 

For fares, time tables, tickets and reliable information 


apply at the city ticket offices. 
P. J. SLATTER, City Passenger Agent, 
Corner King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, Toronto. 
Telephone Nos. 434 ard 435. 


ANCHOR LINE 


Liverpool via Queenstown 








GLASGOW SERVICE) 


Steamers every Saturday to Glasgow and 
Londonderry. 





For Rates, Plans and all information, apply to 


M. D. Murdoch & Co. | 


AGENTS, 62 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


The Cunard S.S. Line: 

, in patronized by Toronto’s 
BEST SOCIETY 

Noted for Safety, Elegance and Speed | 


A. F. WEBSTER 
Sole Agent 66 Yonge St 





TAYLOR & CO. 
ART TAILORS 
120; WEST KING ST. 


OPPOSITE ROSSIN HOUSE ENTRANCE, 





Perfect Workmanship and Correct Style 
of Dre:s for Gentlemen’s Wear at Reasonable 
Price3. Personal attention given to all patrons 
by our Mr. Charles M. Taylor. 


FRANK L. SANAGAN & CO. 
THE NOBBY TAILORS 


241 YONGE STREET 


McCAUSLAND & SON'S — 
SUPERIOR | 


STAINED GLASS 4n> WALL 
PAPER 


72 TO 76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 


TELEPHONE - - . 1112 


Trunks and Valises 
SATCHELS and PURSES — 


Best Goods. Lowest Prices} 


Cc. C. POMEROY 


49 King Street West 


TORONTO 


CENTS 


The small purchase amounting to 55c.— 
fifty-five centea, for which a numbered re- 
eipt or voucher is given, may win the 
prize of the watch worth one thousand 
dollara—$1000. Americans as well as Cana- 
dians will please note the fact. This said 
watch is the finest in America as a mechani- 
cal work of art. Send for circulars. 


RUSSELL’'S 


9 King Street West, Toronto 


55 
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W. MICKLETHWAITE 
PHOTOGRAPHER 


Out-door Views, Phote Engraving, Photographing on 
Zinc, Commercial Photography, Life-Size Gelatino-Bromide 
Enlargements, Photographing on Wood by Meadows’ Pro- 
cess. 


__40 Jarvis Street, Toronto 





| Mr. HAMILTON McCARTHY, A.B.C.A,, Sculptor 
| Has removed to commodious premises on the ground floor 


of New Buildings en Lombard Street, immediately opposite 
Postoffice. 


GUNBEAMS . 
ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 





| 116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 


Photographs of all sizes 
Sunbeam s $1 per doz. 


EO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 


Court House, Adelaide Street 
; and 138 Carlton Street 
B. McBRIDE 
° BARRISTER, SOLICITOR &c. 
Room C. 16 Victoria street, Toronto. 
Money to loan 


JOHN P. MILL 
Watchmaker 


Watches and Wedding Rings a 
to all kinds of 


and Jeweler 


cialty. 
epairing 


4453 Yonge Street, opp. College Ave., Toronto. 


Special attention 








| Bronze Medal 1884.—GOLD MEDALIST,.—Gold Medal 1885 


OSTRICH FEATHER DYERS 





The most reliable place in the City to have Broken and 


Defective Feathers Re-mace into Handsome Feathers, Pom- 


“SANDY 
/ 


By MAIL AND EXPRESS 


IN 


2 lb., 4 Ib. and 5 lb. Boxes’ 


FROM 25c. TO 60c. PER LB. 


These are all hand-made goods and fresh every day 


HARRY WEBB, 477 Yonge St. | 


TORONTO 


JAS. Cox & SON: 


83 Yonge Street 


PASTRY COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS 


Luncheon and Ice Cream Parlors 


[cE CREAM PARLOR NOW OPEN 


Picnies aud Parties Supplied 
with Cream and Cakes, ¥’ S 


Try our Snowflake Co 
Homemade 4 a aa Rika 
Ke Cer. Venge and 
Kdlward Sts., 
and 16@ Bay St. | 
WEDDING CAKES A SPECIALTY 
Telephones— Yonge 8t., 1515; Bay St 577 | 


MEDLAND & JONES | 


Agente Soettish Unien, Norwich Union, Accident Insurance. 


@@ice—Mail Building, Tereate. Telephone 1667 








| Poms, Aigrettes and Mounts. 
the Late t French Styles and Colors. 
TURNER & BUTLER, 80 Bay Street (west side, 


| M's PLUMMER 


Modiste, Dress 


‘DON'T TAKE UP YOUR CARPETS 


dious premises, where we are prepared to fy 
cleaning carpets without taking them up. 

up and relay carpets where it is necessary 
Carpet and Plush Ken. Coe. ! 


Feathers Shaded or Dyed in 


near Wellington) Toronte, | 


MODISTE 


Best system of cutting ladies’ and children’s garments. 


/'HALL’S BAZAAR DRESS FORMS 


For draping dresses. Adjustable to any measure. 


MISS CHUBB, 426 1-2 Yonge St. 


MRS. MILLER 


(LATE OF 100 YONGE ST.) 


AND 


HAS REMOVED TO 


267 SPADINA AVENUE 
PRIVATE SCHOOL FOR BOYS 


Ontario Academy, 47 Phebe Street 
Careful tuition aad training for commercial life or the | 


Private tuition for students in the evening. Send fer 
R. W. DILLON, #LA., 


Principal. 


various professions. 





We have removed to 5094 Yonge Street, to more commo- 
all orders for | 
We also take 
Toronto | 





$500,00 


and terms cf repayment. 
HON. FRANK SMITH, 


H. & C. Blatehford 


‘American Boots and Shoes 


57 GLOUCESTER STREET) 
‘THE MAGIC SCALE | 


In all Varieties, Sizes 


Mantle Maker: 








THE HUB CAFE 


And MERCHANTS’ LUNCH COUNTER 
First-class in every respect. A specialty is the choice 
butter and the best meats procurable. All the delicacies of 
the season and prompt attendance. Private dining-room 
up-stairs. Reading and emoking rooms attached. 


12 Colborne St., W. R. BINGHAM, PROP. 
- M. McCONNELL °- 
46 and 48 King Street East. 


Commendador Port Wine in cases and bulk. Family 
trade a specialty. 
don ‘White Seal,” George Gourlet and other leading brands 
of pg om Over half a million imported cigars always 
in stock. rade supplied at bottom prices 


THE JEWELL RESTAURANT 
Jordan Street 


This favorite restaurant of Toronto’s business men has 
recently been enlarged and refitted throughout. 


Reading and smoking rooms. e 


Grand Opera Sample Room 


The choicest lines of WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS. 
FIRST-CLASS RESTAURANT in connection. 


D. SMALL, Proprietor. 


CONFEDERATION 


Life Association 
TORONTO. 








“HIS VOICE!” 


| Also Continuous Gum Sets. 


Agent for the celebrated Moet and Chan- | 


Yonge Street Arcede - - 
Telephone 1846 


EETH WITH OR 


| MIR. 








NIGHT. 








D. E. FARRINGER 
|F’. ri. SEE TON E PROFESSOR OF MUSIC 


172 Yonge Street, next door to R. Simpson’s 58 Homewood Avenue 
Dry Goods Store Instruction given on Piano, Vielin, Cornet, etc. 
OFFICE HOURS=8 A.M. TO 9 P.M. Summer term commences July 2. 


GOMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY ENRI DE BESSE 

Dr. Land’s Porcelain Fillings, Crowns and Sections. (From Paris and Stuttgart Conservatories of Music 
late Professor at New York Conservatories of Music) wy)4 
receive pupils for Violin or Pianoforte at special tumn > 
terme, from June 20 to August 31. Pupils comme neing 
now will be retained through the entire season at sumn . 
term prices. No lessons given in classes. Address at rei. 
dence, 129 Bloor Street East, 3 doors from Jarvis Street - 
or Claxton’s Music Store, 197 Yonge Street. 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist of St. Simon’s Church and Musical Director of the 
Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 








All operations knewn to 
moéern dentistry practiced. 


CHAS. P. LENNOX 
Room B 











Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 
extraction. Telephone 1476 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


-C. V. SNELGROVE 


Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton St., Toronto 


Organ, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 

adn hth mel b-h 

(LATE OF THE ROyay, 

A. S: VOG I Conservatoire, Lolpaie 

Germany) Organist and_ Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptis) 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 305 Jarvis Street 
PERCY V. GREENWOOD 


Organist All Sainte’ Church, Teacher of Music. Three 
manual organ for practise. Address 239 Sherbourne street, 





New Process—Porcelain Fillings and Porcelain Crowns 


a specialty. 
Telephone 3031 


HIPKINS 


DENTIST Q)NTARIOECOLLEGE OF MUSIC 





No. 12 CARLTONASTRE ET S ~_ Ji0 fa lion Street, opp. the Gardens 
e This school 1s conducted on tne principle that only first- 
class tuition can overcome the many copstitutional defects. 
which mar the musical education of the average pupil 
therefore we employ no cheap teachers. We juarantee 
thorough work from the lowest to the h'ghest grade, and 
are patronized by the best families in the city. The popu 
larity of our method is on the increase, aleo the number of 
persons who profess to teach the same. Our method is the 
result of thirty years’ practical work on the part of the 
principal, and can not be applied successfu'ly, even by the 
best of teachers, unless they have received practical in. 
struction from us. Therefore the only way to insure the 
tull benefit of our method is to come to the Ontario Colleve 
of Music. A summer term asusual. ©, FARRINGEK, 


TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


AND ORCHESTRAL AND ORGAN SCHOOL 





Fall Term (2nd Year) Commences Sep- 
tember 5, ’89 





| Thorough instruction in every branch cf mustic—vocal, 


instrumental, theoretical—by the mort eminert teechers in 
Canada, Complete 8 manval organ in: ollege, ard lorgest 
cburch organ in Province for lessonsard practice. Orches- 
tra of 60 and cherus of 250 accessible to students. Diplo- 
maa, prizes, ech larships ard certificates granted. Lec 
tures, concerts, recitals and violin «lass free. 

Send for prospectus giving full particulars. 

F. H. TORRINGTON, Director, 
12 ard 14 Pembroke Street. 


TORONTO 


- [LJONSERVATORY 


cuarree, OF MUSIC. 


Hon. G. W. ALLAN - + PRESIDENT. 
1000 Total Attendance first 2 years. 
Sse 


All branches taught. —Instrumental and Vocal music; 
| Elocution, Languages. Scholarships, certificates, diplo- 
| mas. Free Theory, Violin, Concerts and Lectures. 
Next Fall, organ students, b-sides the use of several 
complete church organs, can_have lessons, practice and 
recitals upon a GRAND CONCERT ORGAN, built 


expressly for the Conservatory, in Association Hall. 
SUMMER NORMAL TERM, July 8 to Aug. ro. 


ALL TERM OPENS Sept. 4. Send_for free 
onan Address, EDWARD FISHER, Director, 





cor. Yonge St. and Wilton Ave., Toronto. 





Yonce St 
TORONTO. 














ing to a Dusiness 
tion therenghly taugh y 
able and experienced teachers 






- C. O'DEA, Secretary. 





| J. Ww. “foes ioe 
PORTRAITS 
| Studio — - 81 King St. East 


JUST RECEIVED FROM EUROPE 


| ANOTHER LOT OF THOSE 


'GENUINE SPANISH GUITARS 


The best guitars in the world for velume ane furity 0? 
tone. 


CLAXTON’S MUSIC STORE 


197 Yonge Street. Telephone 239 








The Home Savings & Loan Co. : 
OFFICE: 72 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 


to loan on Mortgage—simall and iarge 


sums. Reasonable rates of interest 


No valuation fee charged. 
JAMES MASON, 
Manager. 


President 








NEW, BLEGANT AND POPULAR 


AND 


EVENING SLIPPERS 


and Widths now on 
hand. 


Be 
> 
a & 
=* 


E HAVE OPENED UP OUR IM- 
MENSE Stock of Ladies’ Fine Kid Shoes. 


_ - $28 VONGE STREET 
THOMAS MOFFATT 


FINE ORDERED BOOTS AND SHOES 


A good fit guaranteed, prices moderate, strictly first-class 


|186 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


THIRD DOOR NORTH OF ALBERY HALL. 


~ LESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY © 


Examinations, Oral or Written. 
MES. MENDON, 238 McCaul Street. 





Gentlemen’s Sporting Shoes—all kinds. 


A Handsome Cloth Edition Now Ready. 


Branch Store - 


WHALEY, ROYCE & CP. 
MUSIC DEALERS 


288 Yonge St , Toronto 


MANUFACTURERS OF THE 


“TMPERIAL ” — CORNETS 


The best in the world, as used by 
MESSRS. CLARKE and BAUGH 
Canada’s greatest cornet soloist and 
endorsed by JULES LEVY. 

Everything in the music line and 
at the right prices. All the lates! 
publications in stock. Publishers o! 
the Canadian Musician. 


New Sacred 


63 King Street West 


NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE C0, 


Head Offices 22 to 28 King Street West, Toronto 
Issues all approved forms of Life and Endowment Policies 
and Annuities. 
Hox. A. Mackenzin, M.P., Pres.; Hon. A. Morris and J. L. 
Buatikin, Vice-Presidents ; Wu. McCann, Man’g Director. 


CANADIAN SECRET SERVICE 


Under Government Patronags, lead Offices, Temple 
Building, Montreal. 
Legitimate detective work done at reasonable rates and 
perf rmed in an honorable manner. Nothing done that in 
any way interferes with the marital relations. 








JOHN A. GROSE, 
_ Box 1999, Montreal — Manager. 


HE OLD RELIABLE GOLDEN BOOT 
LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN'S 











GARDEN OF PRAYER---F and G 


By VERNON REY 


KING DAVID’S LAMENT---D and F 


By FRANK SWIFT. 





Price 50 Cents Each 


TORONTO 


‘EDWIN ASHDOWN 


89 Yonge Street, and London, Eng. 


Charles Brows, 


‘ Nos. 33 and 38 
@ KING ST. WEST. 


—_— 


Our Ladies’ $3.00 Button Boot, Dongola Kid, is unsur- 


passed. Ladies’ Walking Shoes—St) lish, Cheap, Good. 


WM. WEST & CO., 246 Yonge Street’ 


A BAD MAN'S 
SWEETHEART 


E. E. Sheppard’s Latest Novel 





Price 75¢. 








SHEPPARD PUBLISHING CO. (L’td) r Coupes He - 
9 Adelaide Street West Telephone 128. 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. if 








Social and Personal. 


(Continued from Page Two.) 
pitman, the father of modern shorthand, will 
pe unveiled by Mrs. G. W, Ross. 
“ * 





Mr. Joseph Pim of Toronto and Messrs. T. C. 
Keefer and F. W. Powell of Ottawa were reg- 
istered at the Windsor, Montreal, last week. 


* 

Dr. Thomas O Hagan, the well known Cana- 
dian litterateur, is spending a portion of his 
holidays at Southampton on Lake Huron, The 
Dr. promises us ere long a spicy article for the 


columns of SATURDAY NIGHT. 
* 


Mr. and Mrs. Reginald Northcote leave on 
Saturday per 8. 8. Umbria, Cunard Line, for a 


trip to England and tne continent. 
* 


Mr. Percy Schofield has sold his half inter- 
est in the yacht Molly to Mr. Allan McNole, 
the latter being now the sole owner. 

* 


Miss Lizzie Mackey, of Muscatine, Iowa, who 
has been spending a month’s vacation with 
her aunt, Mrs, William Ryan of Isabella street, 
has left for home by way of Montreal. 

. 


The following guests are summering at 
Stanley House, Lake Joseph, Muskoka: Mr. 
and Mrs. Ross of Cleveland, Ohio, Mr. and 
Mrs. Alexander Brown of Toronto, Rev. A. 
and Miss Sansom of Toronto, Mr. and Mrs. S. 
S, Robinson and family, Rev. A. and Miss 
Stewart, Mr. Thomas Dallas and Miss Dallas 
of Ovillia, Mc. and Mrs, A. R. O'Meara and Mr. 
Greene of Toronto, Miss O'Mara and Miss 
Dillas of Orillia, Miss Mickelcan of Hamilton, 
M:. and Mes. Lee and family of Chicago, Miss 
M:Mallen of Wooistock, Mr. and Mrs, Thorne, 
M:s. J. B. Meacham, Miss Meacham, Miss 
Ebel M:atham 14211 M:ss Crawford of Toronto, 
M:. C. B. Patterson of Oakville, Mr. G. Lindsay 
of Toronto, Mr. and M3, ani th2 Misses Allen 
ani Mis3 Atcerbary of D:troit, Mr. and Mrs. 
G. L. Muckelean ani Miss Th20dora M wckelcan 
of Him‘lton, Mr. S. Frank Wilson, Masters 
Mirraycand Laslie Wilson of Toroato, Rev. R. 
W.E and Mes. Greene and Mr. Richard and 
Mis Hiz2! Greens of O-villia, } 

*. 
M:. ani Mrs. Lovey are on a trip to the 
Lo ver Peovineas, visiting Kingston, Thousand 


Islands, O:tawa and Montreal ea route. a 
o --—. 


M 3s Isab2] H:ntlerso1 of M:Caul street _is 
sgenling her vazation with Miss Mills of 


».terborough, 
I ) Zz ‘ 


M:.and Mesa. R Hitch and family of Gsrard 
street are spen ling the sum ner at the seaside, 


O:ean Grove, N.J. 
* 


Messrs. Fred. Morphy, H. E. Howell, A. P. 
Taylor and W. A, Huater of the Wanderers’ 
Bizycle Ciab left this a. m. to spend two weeks 
in Muskoka. 


7 
If persons coming back to town would send 
us notice we should be pleased to publish it in 
this columa ani thereby let their friends kn ow 
of their return. 
—— | eee 


Out of Town. 


BARRIE, 

The towa has been quite gay lately, and judg- 
ing from the numerous visitors constantly stay- 
ing here with friends, it is to be believed that 
Barrie is one of the favorite and most attrac- 
tive places north of Toronto. Peninsular Park 
Hote! and Robinson’s have nearly as many 
guests as it is possible to accommodate, and all 





seem pleased and charmed with the hotels and 
sucroundiags. It is rumored that weekly hops 
will be given, the first one to take place Mon- 
day, August 12. 

Mes. John Ardagh of Blythe Cottage gave an 
At Home last week, A great many were pres- 
ent and had a most delightful time. 

Mrs. Vansittart invited a number of friends 
on Friday afternoon, July 26, fora sail around 
the lake on the steamer Enterprise. The few 
hours passed most pleasantly for all on board. 
The steamar returned to the wharf at 9 p. m. 

Mr, Morris, manager of the Bank of Com- 
miree, returned home last Tuesday after 
enjoying three months on the continent, and 
looks much benefited after the voyage. 

Mr. G2o, Esten arrived home recently from 
Bermuda, where he spent a few weeks with 
réatives, 

Mr. and Mrs. Geo. J. Mason and the Misses 
Mason have returned from a month’s visit in 
Toronto. 

Miss Cotter has gone to visit friends in 
Brockville, 

Mr. W. D. B. Spry left on Saturday for 
Detroit where he intends spending a week or 

wo, 

M:. Norman Thacker of Kingston has been 
the guest of Mr. Win. Campbell of Boulderfell. 
_Me. Tonos, R.| Boys is spending his holidays 
in Guelph 

Mrs. L. D, Baatty and son left for Cobourg 
last Thursday to spend a month. OcuULAIRE. 


INGERSOLL, 


Miss Ucquhart of Toronto is visiting Miss 
Maggie O'Neill. 

Mes, Croil of Toronto, who has been visiting 
Mrs, J. C, B. Galer, has returned home. 

_ Mr. M. Walsh and D. White, jr., are rusticat- 
‘ng at Beaumaris, Muskoka. 

Mr, and Mrs, J. C. Hyler and daughter have 
gone to New Westminster, B. C., oa a two 
months’ holiday trip. 

lhe foliowing gentlemen leave on Thursday 
for Sault Ste. Marie: Fred OGrady, James | 
Gayfer, Chas, White and Arthur B. Lee. 

Messrs, Jas. Vance and Gao. H. White leave 
next week for Sault Ste. Marie and Port Arthur. 

Mr, and Mrs. E. Sydney-Sinith of Stratford 
are visiting the Misses O Grady. 

Miss Ada Ferguson left on Tuesday on a visit 
to Miss Seott of Sarnia. 

i Miss Aggie Nicholson of Hamilton, who will 
© remembered in connection with the St. 
rcorge disaster, is visiting her sister, Mrs. 
A. W. Murdoch, 

, Miss Soper of London is on a visit to Mrs. 

-E. Robinson, 

Mr and Mrs, J. H. Hegler left on Saturday 
’ for Winnipeg via Port Arthur. 

wet Ht. C. R. Walker leaves next month for 
“uskoka 
pit. G. Wells, ledger keeper in the Merchants’ 
wk: has secured a situation with Robert 
"aay & Co. of Montreal, and will shortly 
ig for his new home. He is a good athlete 
ane Prominent m+mber of the Athletic Asso- 
ae very popular, and will be greatly 
ae, Fred O'Grady will take the ledger, 
ow "red Bell of the Traders’ will fill Mr. 

trady’s place, IVAN, 





GODERICH, 


cone Chursday, July 25, Robertson's four act 
lawedy entitled School was presented to a 
i and fashionable audience in the Grand 
, gre House here by a party of local amateurs. 
eve ee was the most successful of its kind 
not sven here, and too much praise can- 
Mau = given those who took part. Miss 
Willi Start as Mrs. Sutcliffe, Miss Sophie 
hy ‘ams as Bella, and Miss Bessie Chil- 
mer 43 Naomi Tighe are worthy of special 

ition, while r. R,. G. Reyno'ds as 





A Tonsorial Jag. 





Mr. Windsor Tye—That beastly bawber pu 


o ome 


Mr. Lexington Madison— Where did you get your load ? 


t bay rum on my face this mawning.—Puck. 








Dr. Sutcliffe and Mr. Malcomson as Beau 


with a spray of ivy in diamonds and a large 


Faristosh, also correctly filled the characters | jeweled butterfly of antique design among the 


named. Besides those named, the following | numerous presents. 


ladies and gentlemen made up the cast: 
Messrs. C. W. Andrews, W. A. Murray, J. 
Kidd and T. Chilton, Miss A. Chilton, Miss 
Flo Horton, Miss Kilbourn of Owen Sound, 
Miss Smith, Miss Florence Doyle, Miss Pearl 
Winn, Miss Winnie Ball, Miss Mary Doyle. 
The proceeds went in aid of St. Peter's (R.C.) 
church. 
SOUTHAMPTON, 


This beautiful summer resort is alive with 
visitors from Toronto, Brantford, Guelph, 
Dundas, Glencoe, Walkerton, etc. A number 
are stopping at the Central Hotel. The con- 
tingent from Walkerton occupy six large tents 
pitched near Huron’s shore where the tired 
brain and pale cheek may revive and the heart 
grow young wooed by the health-laden breezes 
of the lake. The following are some of the 
dwellers in tents all hailing from Walkerton : 
Judge and Mrs. Barrett and family, Mr. and 
Mrs. A. B. Klein and daughter, Miss Wallace, 
Miss Louisa Klein, Mr. and Mrs, C. W. Stovel, 
the Misses Stovel, Mr. and Mrs. D. Robertson 
and family, Mr. and Mrs. McNamara and 
daughter, Mrs. McCollins, Mr. and Mrs. J. R. 
Shaw, Dr. Chas. McNamara, Mrs. C. S. Harris, 
Mr. and Mrs. E. Kilmer, Messrs. W. and A. 
Shaw, T. Atwood and J. Huyke. 

At the Central Hotel are registered Miss 
Sutton of Walkerton, Mr. and Mrs. A. E, 
Belcher and son of Toronto, the Misses Rose, 
Edith, Jessie and M. L. Gansbey of Guelph, 
Mr. and Mrs, N. Robertson, Miss May Robert. 
son, Miss Traill and Mr. Thomas O'Hagan of 
Walkerton ; the Misses Brooke of Brantford. 

Last Saturday evening an improvised concert 
was given in the parlor of the hotel, at which 
the guests of the house were present. The 
programme was made up of recitations with 
vocal and instrumental music. Mrs, N. Robert- 
son and Mr. O'Hagan were the principal con- 
tributors to the entertainment. 

Miss Kerr of Walkerton and Miss Simpson of 
Glencoe are visiting Mrs, A. Sinclair. 

Very Rev. Dean O'Connel of Walkerton has 


been visiting Conductor Carey during the past | 


week. 


Mrs. Bowman of Waterloo is visiting with 


her son, Mr. C. M. Bowman. 


The Misses Adair of Toronto are the guests | 


of Rev. A. Tolmie. 

Mr. MeNeill and Mr. O'Hagan contributed to 
the programme of entertainment which was 
given a few days ago at Chippewa Hill. 

Miss Doty of Ingersoll is visiting her brother, 
Mr. D. Doty. 


The two young ladies who arrived last from | 


Walkerton are the handsomest among our 
tourists. 
Look out for the hop to be held next Thursday 
evening, in the Town Hall. SYLVIA, 
ro 


Paris Fashions. 





There are turns of the wheel of fashion for 


which one may be thankful; one in particular | 


I note and that is the ingenious arrangement 


of steels at the back of the skirt which are | 


crossed instead of put one above the other—a 
good hang is certain, and as skirts were 
arranged at the commencement of the season 
no stylish tournure could be effected. Skirts 
to hang well require a full petticoat gored as 
far as the knee, and then set ina full flounce 
of straight widths, and to be fashionable it is 
necessary that the dress hang straight, espec- 
ially at the sides, but it does not require it to 
cling to the limbs. ; 

How few ladies can bear regular clinging 
skirts? I note this because the cloth dresses 
so fashionable, unless held well in the back 
over wires fall limp and are abominably un- 
comfortable tothe wearer. ‘‘ Will floral gar- 


niture continue so popular?” I asked at Worth’s | 


and was informed it would be used upon winter 
and fall dresses, but catlyea orchids in chenille, 
costly affairs, supercede roses and smaller flow- 
ers. Chrysanthemums and orchids will never 
be overdone or become common, and will be 
much esteemed, whether for bonnet, hat or 
robe ornamentation. Bunches ‘of violets that 
were perched in front of hat trimmings are no 
more, and a bunch which cost twenty francs in 
the spring can be found on the cheap coun- 
ters of any shop for a sixpence because un- 
fashionable and too common. Everybody 
may wear what suits herself, but only slen- 
der, graceful figures appear well in foulards 
or draping silks, and certainly young 
misses here studied well the fact that 
mousseline-de-laine, printed cambrics, sheer 
and fine, or any silk muslins are made abso- 
lutely for their use, and plaited mousseline-de- 
chiffon cloud, gauze, likea spider's webbing, just 
the thing for draperies. henewgray “ pean de 
soie ” hasadull gloss of leather, and big black and 
white checks with fancy siik vests will be worn 
for seaside costumes. Ags for hats, the crochet 
straw through which the hair is seen, flat to 
the head, are the most desirable and especially 
becoming to red gold hair. Figured barege bids 
fair to be popular, but the antique designs are 
becoming too few. One cannot help remarking 
the beauty of the parasols, such costly articles 
arethey. I saw one which was but a tramework 
of wire, upon which rested wreaths and gar- 
lands of roses. Many gauze ones correspond 
with the toilet in color, and many are plain 
outsids but decorated inside with sprays of 
tlowers and knots of ribbons and endless bows, 
through which are nestled flowers and arti- 
ficial fruit. Rosettes have taken the place 
of bows upon the handles, and are made of 
narrow lace or satin baby ribbon. Good 
quality of plain silk parasols may be had for 
a few francs, but an ornamented fashionable 
parasol costs anywhere from forty dollars up- 
ward, and the handle alone may cost a thou- 
sand francs if jeweled or tinely carved of coral, 
ivory or amber. The surah silk blouses are 
pleasant for evening wear. Boating shirts 
made like a man’s are worn under the jaunt 
fancy open coats. Waistcoats are worn with 
all sorts of gowns, and the silk ones are very 
handsome, buttoning down the front and 
having two ‘‘chic” looking pockets. The 
ball dresses just touch the ground in the back, 
and are cut short enough in front to show the 
dainty shoe. Black patches are sold to adorn 
the face as in past times. The Magasins du 
Louvre exhibits a most royal looking mantle 
of ruby red velvet with gorgeous gold 
embroidery, large hanging sleeves, a Medici | 
collar cal a deep border of rich brown 
fur. I saw a marriage contract dreis of 
ink crepe with wreaths of May blossoms to 
worn by a young fiancee in July, who will 
also wear a diamond necklace resembling dew- 
drops, the setting invisible. I was charmed 


‘The Priop Advertising Agency 


| Fall River, Mass. 


The under linen was 
trimmed with rare Valenciennes lace, and two 
little deshabilles, or morning gowns, made of 
silk and lace, one pink, the other white, each 
trimmed with bows of laze and marabout 
feathers. The leading lady at the house of 
Telix showed me in a confidential manner a 
white tulle dress with green foliage and a 
fringe of cherries, pink and red, as if in the 
half ripe state, and the sleeves were of gauze 
resembling wings, reaching tothe ground. It 
was in a room under lock and key and destined 
for some very exclusive fashionable. I caught 
a glimpse of a gray Figaro vest with 
bodice of the palest pink crepe em- 
broidered with pure silver threads. To 
attempt to describe such a garment is like 
trying to de-cribe an artist’s picture. It was 
intended for a tea jacket and to be worn over a 
white cashmere skirt, and the loosely knotted 
gray surah silk sash completed the toilet. Silk 
embroidered lisse fans mounted on gilt sticksin 
the Pompadour style, with metallic butterflies 
scattered all over, or waved designs of lace and 
crepe lisse are quite the newest style. Golden 
barley and little rings of gold ornament the bor- 
ders of hats and bonnets when made of Van- 
dyked lace, and powdered wafers are lightly 
used upon white tulle for hat trimmings. 
Toques look novel with maiden hair ferns or 
wreaths of green grapes. All mixtures of 
flowers and fruit are harmoniously blended, 
and crepe is the component part of dresses 
and hats. I would advise all lovers of jersey 
jackets to notice the pretty one exhibited 
in a large glass case at the Exposition ; 
they are such coquettish ones in all the un- 
common shades. A terra cotta pink, with 
plastron in crepe and directoire revers (the 
inner part of the sleeve is opened to show a 
| twisted fold of crepe) was pretty enough to be 
worn over a costly silk or satin costume, and it 
is hinted that a heavy ribbed quality of jersey 
goods will be used for fall walking jackets. 
Meanwhile Dame Fashion is seated upon the 
vane of Notre Dame, ready to turn her styles 
whichever way the winds may blow from the 
| couturieres and modistes’ shops to-morrow.— 
ApDA THORPE-LoFTUs in New York Mercury. 
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The Way a Man Gets Well. 


Convalescent Husband (first day after crisis) 
—Have I been very ill, dear? 

Wife—Very, very ill. 

Husband—I suppose it will be months before 
I shall be able to get to town again? 

Wife—Not so long as that, I hope, dear. But 
you mustn’t talk. Try and sleep. 

Husband (second day after crisis)—You must 
| be tired out watching over me, dear? 

Wife—A little tired; but I am so thankful 
the danger is past. 

I{usband— You just wait until I get out again, 
and if I don’t surprise you with something, my 
name is not John Smith. And the doctor, too. 
He is a wonderful man, to have brought me 
round as he has. Ill remember him. I sup- 
pose a couple of weeks from now will see me all 
right again ? 

Wife—Possibly, dear ; but don’t worry about 
such matters. Let your mind rest. 

Husband (third day after crisis)—What does 
the doctor say about me now? 

Wife—He says you're doing splendidly, 
darling. 

Husband—Doing splendidly! Does he call it 
doing splendidly to lie here like a log and pick 
out faces from the paper on the wall? 

Wife—There, there, Gear, don t be unreason- 
able. Everything that is possibleis being done 
for you. 

Husband (fourth day after crisis)—Isn’t it 
about time that idiot of a doctor was here? 

Wife—He will be here presently. 

Husband—Presently! You are worse than 

| heis. I'm going to the office next week, and 
don’t let there be any mistake about it. 

And he did go, and then he went back, and 
stayed there for six weeks before he could again 
leave the house. 











Swindled by a Dream, 


Hostetter Maginnis dropped into Mose 
Shaumburg’s store one day last week, and 
instead of his usual cordial greeting the latter 
accosted him with: 

*“Maginnis, old boy, I’se so mad as der 
tuyvil!” 

** What has roused your ire?” interrogated 
Hostetter. 

‘*Gott in himmel! I dhream las’ nide I vas 
zelling a cote fur dwenty-fife tollers vot yust 
cost fife, und it yust meck me mat, cos it vas 
all a dbream. I gif you my wort, I yust lose 
dwenty tollers by dat dhream.” 





SEASON 


(Gamited) 
Newspaper and Magazine Advertisin + 


120 YONGE STREET, TORONTO | 
Cor. Adelaide St., up-stairs. 


Advertisements written, appropriately displayed, and | 
proofs furnished with estimates, without charge on appli 
cation. 

The entire details of advertising undertaken, and news 
papers kept on file for the inspection of advertisers 

Advertisements inserted in any newspaper on the Ameri 
can Continent at publishers’ lowest rates. | 

Correspondence solicited. | 


DANCING AND MUSIC 


Just now we are having our holidays, and we are enjoy- 
ing them hugely, but in the meantime we want to tell you 
something. We want to tell you that our talent for in 
VENTING DANCES, COMPOSING DANCR MUSIC, and for TRACHING 
DANCING has become known all over the continent of 
America As a result we are in receipt of many letters 
from dancing teachers and others throughout Canapa and 
the, Unirep Starge, each and all containing money orders 
for our dances and music. ‘‘Ripple,” ‘ Jersey.” ‘La 
Frolique,” ‘* La Bronco,” ‘‘ Gavotte Lancers.” Orders have 
been rece'ved from the following places (letters on view to 
any doubting Thomas): 

New York City Sprinefield, Ill. 
Auburn, N. Y Chicago, Ill. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Nissau, N. Y. Philadelphia, Pa 
Rochester, N. Y Clarion, Pa 
Ogdensburg, N. Y. Alleghany, Pa. Gr'd Rapids, Mich, 
Buffalo, N Y. Altoona, Pa Baltimore, Md. 
Boston, Mass. San Francisco,Ca). Kansas City, Mo. 
Haverhill, Mass. San Jose, Cal. Denver, Col 
Lowell, Mass. Cincinnati, O. Galveston, Texas. 
Cleveland, O 

and many other places too numerous to mention. We shall 
resume instraction early in September at our TRAINING 
SCHOOL AND ACADEMY, 91 Wilton Ave. Estab- 
lished 1859. PROF, J. F. DAVIS. 





Washington, D. C. 
New Haven, Conn. 
St. Paul, Minn. 

Minneapo is, Minn. 
Middletown, Mich. 





| press of India Ticket Agents. 


TO CAMPING PARTIES 


We have on hand a full and specially selected stock 
of camping and picnic supplies, including Fine Wines, 
Liquors and aerated waters, put up in assorted cases 
to suit, and shipped to all resorts. We will pay ship- 
ping charges on all orders of $10 and upwards. Try 
our celebrated “ MIKADO” blende of whiskey---easy to 
take---and with all the nutritive qualities required by 
invalids. 


Orders by mail, wire or telephone promptly at- 
tended to. 


F. P. BRAZILL & CoO. 


165 King Street East 
TORONTO 


N. B ---Try a case (12 bottles) of our Choice Claret, $5 per case, 
cheapest in the market. ‘Aged whiskies our specialty.”’” 


TELEPHONE 678 





ONTARIO LADIES’ COLLEGE 
WHriTtSY 


Literary course based on University curriculum. Music and Fine Arts under direction of ablest masters 
Elocution and Commercial branches by gifted specialists. Soctal Habits and Manners receive marked at 
tention from lady principal of kaown ability. Gymnasium elaborately equipped for scientific physical culture. Mag 
nificent buildings; extensive grounds; healthful home. Fifteenth year begins September 5. 


For calendar address : 
REV. J. J. HARE, Ph. D., Principal. 





LORNE ‘weexrr PARK SUMMIT HOUSE 
AND ISLAND PARK 
Port Cockburn, Lake Joseph, Muskoka 





From Yonge Street Wharf 10 a.m,, and 2 and 5.30 p.m. 
Returning from Park 12 noon, 4 and 7.30 p.m. 


Fare 25 cents. Children under 12, 15 cents 


Ticket and Excursion effice on Yonge Street Wharf. 
Largest and Best Hotel in Muskoka. Elegant 
Dining-room, Large Airy Bedrooms. 


“LONG BRANCH” arse 


THE POPULAR SUMMER RESORT The only hotel in Muskoka that can a 


mmodate 200 


- sain - guests 
ON LAKE ONTARIO, sk 
‘ . Sa £ the tale _ Beautifully situated, splendid boating, bathng and fish- 
Steamers Rupert and Queen o ne Esies _ | ing. Post, telegraph and express offices in the house. 
Nine round trips daily. The most delightful one-hour sail | Fine grove and pleasure grounds. Steam yacht, wling 
from Toronto Harbor. Fare 25 Cents alleys, &c. 


FAMILY BOOK TICKETS, 2) per cent. discount, at 
Head Office, $4 Church St , or Agen:ies. Hotel now open. 
Telephone 1772 for rates and all information regarding Pic 
nics, Excursions, Moonlights, etc. 


Letters of inquiry will receive our prompt attention 


HAMILTON FRASER & SONS, 
Proprictors 


HANLAN’S |" POINT Maplehurst Hotel 
Saturday Afternoon and Evening MUSKOKA 


G ran d J. P. BROWN Proprietor 
. 
Open Air Concert), resreurstestet sna sricty serie noe wi 


Beautifully situated cottage to let near hotel 


THOMSON HOUSE 


PARRY SOUND = = ONT. 
This commodious hotel has just been refitted and fur- 


BY THE 


BAND OF THE @Q. O. R. 


Steamers will leave Yonge, York and Brock streets every 
20 minutes. Last boat leaves Isiand at 11 p.m. Band 


Concerts will be given every evening. nished. It is heaithily situated, convenient to steamboat 
DOTY FERRY CoO. wharf, and commands an excellent view of the bay. Special 
a SD attention given to tourists. Terms $1.50 to #2 per day 





W. F. THOMSON, Prop., Parry Harbor P. O., Ont 


JUST RECEIVED 


A FULL LINE OF 


NIAGARA NAVIGATION CO. 


Chicora and Cibola 


Leave Yonge Street Wharf, Toronto, at7a.m,llam., 
2 p.m. and 4.45 p.m. for Niagara and Lewiston, making 
close connection with New York Central and Michigan 


Central Railways for Suspension Bridye, Buffalo, Rochester, VERY | \\}]) & ar Y 7 YY 
New York, Philadelphia, Washington, Boston, Erie, Cleve- 4! | \(} j \ \ 
land, etc. nti OU, ik | ] 
Family Book Tickets at Very Low Rates 


Particulars from C. W. IRWIN, Agent, 40 Yonge Street, 
Toronto. 





FOR SUMMER WEAR 


St. Catharines, Niagara Falls, Buffalo, New York 

and all Points East AT THE 
Daily from Geddes’ Wharf, at 7 30 a.m. and 3 p.m. by the . 
: PALACE STEAMER 


EMPRESS OF INDIA Fashionable West 


™ Establishment 


End Tailoring 


Cbot 





HENRY A. TAYLOR 


No. | Rossin House oc« 


Soli t levi Wt ous i ies s 
to excursion pirties. Tickets from all G. T. R. and km 


LMA- -The Leading Canadian 


College for Young Women 
ST. THOMAS - - ONT. ( K N 
Nearly 200 students last year. Seventeen Graduates and 


Certificated Teachers in Faculty. Graduating courses with 
Certificates and Diplomis in Literature, Music, Fine Arts, 
Elocution and Commercial Science. In the recent Art Ex- 
aminations Alma won 116 Provincial Certificates, including 
Four Full Advanced Certificates—the only four granted in 
the Province; also 2 Gold Medal Certificates and 6 Full e anze i Ooo e - 
Primary. 

McLACHLIN HALL—The elegant new addition cost- 
ing $20,000 now open. 


a£2rThorough work. Low rates. Good board. 60 pp = ge 
announcement FREK. Address PRINCIPAL AUSTIN, B.D, | Lamp 9 lbs. of beef is beautifully roasted and basted, while 


vegetables are being boiled and pudding or fish cooked at 


———_—_— c the s t >» 
BUSI NESS EDUCATION ace ie is all put on at the same time, left 


absolutely alone, and all taken off at the same time, and 
better cooked than over a range. No odor of food in the 


Is a complete revelation to cooks. With only one Wanzer 





Tue Canadian Business University and Shorthand Institute 
will reopen on 


Monday, September 2, 1889 


Write or call for circular. We guarantee satisfaction in 
every department. 
Nearly Four Hundred Pupils Last Year 
Address— 


room. Cost of fuel per meal only one-half cent. 
Send for catalogue 


JR. M. WANZER & CO. 
MANUFACTURERS 


Hamilton - - - 


Canadian Business University, 
Public Library Buildings, Toronto, Ont 


THOS. BENGOUGH, CHAS. H. BROOKS, } 
President Sec. and Manager. 


Ont. 
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Playing a Tramp Mean. 

‘‘ There are some districts out West where 
the folks imagine they own the earth,” said 
the tramp as he stretched himself out on the 
bench and covered his face with his old hat. 
‘‘T struck such a district a few weeks ago, 
down in Indiana. I got into a county where 
signs were as plenty as thistles, and every one 
of them read : 

Tramps Beware! Six Months in Jail for Tramping ! 


‘“‘ Those signs are often put up fora bluff, and 

I determined to hoof it right along. I hadn't 
one five miles after seeing the first sign when 

was overhauled by a constable and several 
farmers and rushed to jail in the nearest vil- 
lage. They left me there over night to be ex- 
amined next day. There were two other pris- 
oners—one for stealing and the other for as- 
sault anu battery. They were down on the 
law, of course, and we had time to fix up a 
little plan. By trading clothes around I got to 
look quite respectable, and as both men had 
money they chipped in and made me up six 
dollars. Next morning, when taken before the 
magistrate, I claimed to be on my way home to 
Indianapolis, and as I had money to pay my 
way he discharged me. 

‘“Then I went for the ‘parties who had ar- 
rested me. The constable was scared into fits, 
and he gave me a silver watch and $15 to set- 
tle. I got $20 each out of three of the farmers, 
and $15 apiece from the two others, making 


more money than I had ever had at any one | 


time before in my life. I ought to have had 
sense though to leave with my boodle, but I 
hadn't. I got drunk, was locked up again, and 
I'll be hanged if the two prisuners who had 
helped me out of the first scrape didn’t steal 
and divide my money, change all the old duds 
back, and chuckle with satisfaction when I 
got thirty days for my offence! Can't depend 
on Western human nature, nohow. I’ve hada 
farmer invite me in to eat ice cream and black- 
berry pie, and then set three dogs on me as I 
thanked him and backed out. 
East. An Eastern man is always up and down 
with you, and a farmer's wife will either give 
you the grand bounce on sight or do up your 
sore fingers, and set out a whole currant pie.” 


censseseminsinesnatnlipelpenetiecineansiniiets 
How He Bought a Ticket to the Ball. 
A Cambridge gentleman was asked to buy a 


ticket to the firemen’s ball and good-naturedly 


complied. The next question was what to do 
with it. One of his two man-servants would 
probably be glad to use it, but he did not wish 
to show favoritism. Then it occurred to him 


that he might buy another ticket and give both | 


of his servants a pleasure. Not knowing just 


how to proceed heinquired of a policeman where | 


the tickets were to be had. ‘‘ Why don’t you go 
down to the engine house?” said the officer ; 
‘*the men all know you.” So the old gentle- 
man went to the engine house, but when he 
entered there was no one in sight. 


On the side of the room was a button, evidently 


connected with a bell, and naturally enough, | 
after waiting a minute or two, he put his thumb 


upon it. 


The effect was electrical in every sense of the | 


word. From the air overhead—so, at least, it 


seemed tothe old gentleman in his bewilder- | 


men began to rain down, completing 
The 


ment 
their toilets as they fell. 


in motion. 
mild-mannered and 
who, even now, did not suspect that he had 
touched the fire alarm. The men rushed upon 
him for information as to the whereabouts of the 
fire, but when he opened his mouth it was only 
to say in the mildest accents: 
to buy another ticket to the ball, if you please.” 


The situation was so ludicrous that no one | 
could be angry, not even the men whose nap | 


had been broken into, and the old gentleman 
bought his ticket and departed in peace.— Pro 
vidence Journal. 

—_——_-_s > 


Weighty Matters. 


In dim light all evening 
The poor rocking-chair 

A full double burden . 
Had manayed to bear. 


And it patiently bore it 
With faithfulness meek, 
Nor betrayed how it suffered 

Ky murmur or squeas 


But there came from its depths, 
In a voice soft and low 
‘ Do you think, Harry dear, 
That we heavier grow 


‘1am sure,” he said, ‘* Laura, 
No lighter you've grown !” 
And I think J 


’ she said slyly, 
** You're ‘ holding your own 


A New Kind of Album. 

What won't the young folks get into their 
heads next! We heard of a young woman the 
other day who is the owner of a pig album. 
Ir you are acquainted with her, you will 
speedily tind out what a pig album really is. 
She inflicts it upon all her friends, and has 
rare enjoyment out of their painful efforts to 
please her. The pig album is a small album 
tilled with unruled pages. On one of them the 
owner of the album requests you to draw a pig, 
the only condition being that you close your 
eyes while doing so, You cannot in your wild 
est nightmares picture such a pig as you will 
draw with your eyes closed. Of course you 
will begin at the head, draw the ears and the 
nose and the back with a few skilful strokes, 
then you will deftly add the curly tail and give 
his pigship a serviceable eye. After this you 
can open your own eyes. When you look at 
your masterly work you will want to hide your 
diminished head under the nearest article of 
furniture, Then the girl, with a sad, sweet 
smile. will quietly put your name on the same 
page with the nondescript you have drawn 
and quartered, too—and keep it to show her 
next victims, When she gets the book full it 
is to be presumed that she will label it, ‘* Un- 
finished Fragments of Bacon.— Wilson, N.Y., 


Star. 


‘* Diamond Cut Diamond.” 


Sister Anne—The Miss Simpertons are com 
ing. 
Sister Mary--They cut mamma 
were driving with the Duchess of Tooting. 
They are bowing to us.” 
‘It is our turn now, 
through them as if 
hair.” 


when they 


us look 
see their back 


Let 


we could 


enses 
ffice—16 \ 


HENRY C. FORTIER, Issuer of Marriage 
At 


toria Street, 4 a.m. to ¢ 
Murray, Street, evenings 


p.m 


At residence TORONT 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 


, at Deseronto, Mrs. F. ¢ 


FRENCH—On Jul French 
a x 
GREEN—On 
Creen 
KELK—On July 29 
SCHREIBER —On Jaly 20 
H. H. Schreiber 
THOMPSON 
Thompson 
RANKIER 
COGGS—On July 
of Poplar Point, Man 
DEFRIES—On July 23, 
ason 
DELAPORTE 
porte —a son 
TIGHE—On July 
daughter 
BETHUNE—On July 25, at Port Dover, Mre. W. &. Be 
thune, of Staple Grove, Maple Creek, N.W.T.—a daughter 
KING —On July 24, at Barrie, Mre. E. W. King—a son 
LEE—On July 31, at Toronto, Mrs. A. Burdell Lee—a 
fon 
OGILVIE—On July 19, at Toronto, Mre. Rober: Ogilvie— 
a daughter. 


July 26, at Halifax, NS Mrs. Fred W 
4 son 

at Hamilton, Mrs. Fred Kelk—a son 
at Springfield-on-Credit, Mrs 


ason 


On July 26, 


it Toronto, Mrs. J. Enoch 


a son 
On 


Mrs, P, M. Bank'‘er 
Mrs. T. ¢ 


July 26, 
3, at Meston, Ont 
a daughter 
at Toronto, Mrs. T. W 


Coggs, 
Defries 
Mrs. 


On July 24, at Toronto, Alex Dela 


5, at Toronto, Mrs. W. E. D. Tighe—a 


I prefer the | 





He had | 
never been in such a place before, but was per- | 
fectly familiar with the use of electric signals, | 


horses rushed | 
out of their stalls, and, in a word, all the ma- | 
chinery of a modern engine house was instantly | 
Amid all this turmoil stood the | 
innocent old gentleman, | 


R. WALKER & SONS 


“I would like | 


| Taylor World, 


right | 


a daughter. { 


| hug Aplin 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


Do 
factory-made gar- | 
ments to show that 


you expect | 


Se 
Q 


dainty perfection 
you want to see in 
Baby’s dress? But 
with either of the 
two new and ele- 
gant Family Sewing 
Machines just pro- 
duced by the Singer 
Manutacturing Co. 
you can do work 
good enough even 
for Baby. 

WE GUARANTEE | 


PERFECTION. 


SZ AY Ra gine 
. \ a Sh 
we 


| 
| The Singer 


‘Manufacturing 
| Company 

| No. 66 
King St. West 


Toronto 


Agencies 


Everywhere 








OUR SUMMER SALE SfENDEcssonn 


COMMENCED 


TUESDAY, JULY 


2 


Reductions 20 to 40 p. c.---Ten Cents 


off Each Whole Dollar Bill 


OVERBUYING LAST WINTER CAUSES A 


SURPLUS—A surplus of fresh, new, desirable 


goods. 
made up our minds to sacrifice them. 


Piums—Real good things, and we have 
We have 


$50,000 worth of goods received in excess of 


orders 
MILLINERY, MANTLES, DRESS GOODS, 


They shall be sold regardless of cost. 


HCUSE FURNISHINGS, CLOTHING, ETC.— 
All will be sacrificed. Special lines all over the 
store will be reduced from 20 to 40 per cent, 
besides which 10c. will be allowed on each dol- 
lar purchased for cash. 

SEASIDE FLANNELS, FINE DRESS GOOD3 


—The whole of this beautiful 
prices. 


stock at sale 


No reserve. An elegant assortment 


of Seaside Flannels at 15c. a yard and 10c. off 


the dollar besices. 
patterns. 


Ceylon Flannels in many 


Bargains in every corner. Chances 


in every line. 


=. 


= During July and August store closes at 6 


p.m., Saturdays included. 


King Street East 


HURST—At 298 Carlton street, Toronto, on July 25, 


Mrs. Aubrey O. Hurst—a daughter. 
Marriages. 


MACRAE—DUFFY—On July 29, at Toronto, Evelyn 


| Macrae to Frances Elizabeth Duffy. 


COOMBES—WHITE—On July 24, at Toronto, James 


| Coombes to Margaret White. 


McLELAN—PATT/SON—On July 24, at Fergus, Thomas 
Edwin McLelan to Madaline Pattison of Fergus. 

TIPPINS—WATERS—On July 25, at Toronto, W. H. 
Tippins to Annah Waters. 

McCREADY—BRADFORD—On July 24, at Toronto, 
Robert A. McCready to Mary Ann Louise Bradford. 

LESLIE—~ANDERSON— At Toronto, Thomas W. Leslie to 


| Mary Edna Anderson of Winnipeg, 


O’'CONNOR—SIMMONS—On July 29, at Barrie, James 
O'Connor of Toronto to Margaret Jane Simmons of Mid- 


| hurst. | 
BEVERIDGE—BRIGGS—On July 16, at Benarty, Fife- 


shire, Svotland, John Beveridge of Kinneston to Marion 
Ne'son Briggs of Benarty. 

C ROSSLAN D—SLEAN—At Toronto, On July 29, 1889, by 
the Rev. H. Grasett Baldwin, W. H. Crossland, second son 
of the late James Crossland of Dundas, Oat., to Elizabeth 
Slean, daughter of the late John Slean of H. M. C. 

WILSON— EDMONDSON—Onu July 29, at Hamilton, John 
Wilson of Toronto to Lizzie Edmondson 


Deaths. 


BEVAN—On July 26 and 27, at Toronto, Helen Louise 


and Maria Adelaide, aged respectively 2 months 24 rays, | 


and 2 months 25 days, twin children of the late Mrs. W. H. 


Sevar 


CUNDEL—At Toronto, Freddie Bloor Cundel, aged 1 | 


year. 
DAVIS 
70 vears 
SPARROWHAWK 
Frank Sparrowhaw} 
WRAY 
M. Customs 
CLARKE 
i years. 
DODD 
76 vears, 
HUSTON 
fant son of W 
MULVEY 
infant son of W 
SNARR—On July 
WORLD—On July 27 
aged 50 


On July 26, at Davisville, Mrs. John Davis, aged 


28, at Toronto, Richard 


On July 
, aged 10 months 


On July 29, at Toronto, Joseph L. Clarke, aged 


On July 29, at Toronto, Mrs. Isabella Dodd, aged 


On July 26, at Toronto, William Arthur, in- 
H. Huston 

On July 
lliam and Kate E!izabeth Mulvey 

at Tororto, Herbert George Snarr. 


Madeline World, 


none 


also 
years . Mee 
WALTON-— On July 30, at Toronto, Mra Matthew Walton 
FERGUSON—On July 27, at Toronto, Bella Ferguson 
THOMPSON—On July 24, at Chicago, Edna, aged 4 
ears; also on July 27, at Toronto, Willie, aged 2 
hildren of Mrs. Carrie Thompson 
HARCOURT—On July 26, at Ch 
of Toronto, aged 69 
BEDEL—On July 31 
of Mr. John Bede!) 
MUSSEN—On July 31 
Mussen, agei s6 years 
RALPH—On July 
1) veara 
GORRIE July 2s 
Gorrie. aged one vear 
FORBES—On July £ 
aged year4 
BEST— On July 29, at Orono, John Best, aged 72 vears 
MARR—On July 24, at Simcoe, Walker H. Marr, M. D 
MOODIE— On July 29, at Toronto, John Moodie 
MOSS—On July 29, at Toronto, Robert, infant son of Sig 
ismund 8S. and Charlotte Harriett Moss 
BASTEDO—On July 24, at Princeton, 
aged 6) veara 
HENRY—On Jul 
WALLACE~—On July 
ace, aged 13 months 


BELL July 31, 


ago, George Harcourt 
years 

Ross Alexander Bedel, infant son 
> months 


at Allanburg, Ont., Philip Skelton 


aged 


at Toronto, Sadie M. Ralph, aged 


On at Toronto, George 


, at Toronto, Mrs. Annie Forbes, 


1, near Thornton, Maggie L. Henrv 
1, at Toronto, Grace Linton Wal 


On at Toronto, Rowland, infant son of 


| Edward Bell 


FREEMAN—On July 30, at Toronto, Mrs. Edw. Freeman. 


GEORGE DUNSTAN 


J. F. THOMSON 


REAL ESTATE BROKERS 


Mail Building, Bay Street 
TELEPHONE 1,327 


EAST TORONTO BRANCH—79% Queen Street East. 


E. MACRAE, Manager. 


WEST TORONTO JUNCTION BRANCH—59 Dundas St. 
A. MEREDITH, Manager. 


On July 28, at Toronto, George Wray, late of H. 


i 
2, at Toronto, William A. Mulvey, | 


drowned in Toronto Bay, Thomas | 
aged 14 | 


years, | 


Alexander 


David Bastedo, | 


‘Hot Weather Clothing 


FOR MEN AND BOYS 


Since the hot weather set in the 
rush for our Cool Clothing has been 
very great. We showa tremendous 
stock. All classes of goods, énd 
| every size for men and boys. 


| See our stock of Boys’ Jerseys; 
| they are simply immense. 


OAK HALL 


115 to 121 King St. E., Toronto 
WILLIAM RUTHERFORD 


{ 





. Manager. 


ESTABLISHED 1860 


MILLINERY 


| 
; Spring and Summer stock in great variety. 
Artistic work in all its branches, 


DRESSMAKING 


Perfection in Fashion, Fit and Finish Guara teed. 


Stylish and 


Leave orders early to insure prompt attention. 


J.& A. CARTER 


Manufacturers and Teachers of the 


New Tallor System of Bress Cutting, late 
Prof. Moody's. 


a 
ee 
RAILWAY. 





TO 


Mt. Desert and Bar Harbor 


| On the Main Ccast, and to all 


WHITE MOUNTAIN POINTS 


| Portland, Old Orchard Beach | 


PRICES LOW. 


Commencing 6th July, and every Tuesday and Friday | 


thereafter during Summer Season, will run 


Through Sleeper from Toronto to | 


Old Orchard Beach 


For rates and full information apply to any C. P. R 
Ticket Agent. City offices: 118 King Street West, 24 York 
Stre>t, 56 Yonve Street, and Union Station, north side. 








FUR 
FINE AND MEDIUM 


Inspect ray well-assorted stock before purchasing elsewhere. 


ONLY ONE PRICE 





| DOMINION” 


The ‘‘Dominion” Pianos continue everywhere to lead in 
Canada. Their uniform excellence and individual perfection 
inspire the confidence of the people, who find them in every 
case fully as represented. The Dominion Company have al- 
ways sought to make only the best. The great sale of their 
Pianos and Organs to-day bears witness to their success. 


Sole Agency, J. S. POWLEY & Co., Toronto Temple of 
Music, 68 King Street West. 


PIANOS 


DOHN PIANO Co’y 


HIGH-CLASS PIANOS 


“euoyL jo Ayng 
pus sseueuly ‘yonoy, 


Construction and Beauty 
of Finish. 
oMeqyedmég pus Ase 


AMERICAN PIANOS. - ORGANS 


Second-hand Pianos and Organs on Small Weekly or Monthly Pay ments. 


91 AND 93 KING ST. WEST. TORONTG¢ 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANTJIFACTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


Unequalled in Elegance o 


CANADIAN 
AMERICAN 


The oldest and most 
reliable Piano Manu- 
facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


Our written gua 
tee for five years ac 
companies each Piand 


Their thirty-six years’ 
record the best guar- 
antee of the excellence 


Illustrated Catalogt 
‘free on application 


of their instruments. 


117 King Street W., Toronte 


Warerooms. 


ALLAN —NING-ROOM SETS 
FURNITURE CO. 


5 KING EAST 
TORONTO 


PARLOR CABINETS 


a 


NITURE 


UPHOLSTERING TO ORDER 


Having a first-class staff of men | am enabled to give full satisfacti¢ 


at very reasonable prices. 
Come and see my new importations. SHOWING A PLEASURE. 


486 Yonge Street R Ht PIEPER Opposite Carlton St 





